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PREFACE 
To the Curious and the Serious Readers, 


Curious Reader, 8 
Do not propoſe by the following Lines to 
ſatisfy your Curioſity, any further. than 
by a plain Explication of this ſcriptural 
i Song, in a Way adapted to the New- 
il! Teſtament Diſpenſation: And perhaps 
he you'll be at no Loſs, if you find the Equity of 
Fl the Paraphraſe, even where you miſs. the Ele- 
nd ancy of the Poem; or if vou fiad any precious 
= nA to edify your Soul, tho' you ſhould mils a 
4 pompous Embelliſhment to gratify your Fancy, 
g If I had been of the Opinion that no Poem 
ſhould ſee the Light, but ſuch as has the Name 
Jof ſome great and famous Poet prefixt to it, and 
could reaſonably expect the univerſal Apglauſe 
of a learn'd Age, I would never have conſented 
to the Publication of this, in a Day wherein the 
Art of Poeſy is improven to ſuch great Perfection 
by ſome, whoſe bright Genius has made them 
capable to ſet forth their poetical Productions in 
2 very beautifùl and ſplendid Dreſs. If I thought 
that nothing now caſt into the Mould of Metre 
could be uſeful and edifying, but what is ſuper- 
latively fine, I would have been quite-diſcoura- } 
ged from this Attempt : But to be of this Mine 
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Arras. How few would there be to fight for 4 


allow'd but Silk and Sattin, and rich Embroide- 


| Goſpel-truths can give any Satisfaction, and to I; 
Mbam nothing elſe but Flowers of Wit and 


; candid and ingenuous Zn 9 


vholeſom Food but what is preſented in a 1 1 


as are Head and Shoulders higher than others? 


- Pleaſures. The Soul may be miſerably hunger'd 


To the Curious Reader. 5 
were in Effect to think, there could be no 7 
Diſh; nò good Lodging in any Houſe, but ſuch ** 
as were built by ſome curious Mechanick or 
famous Architect; nor convenient Accommodas 
tion in any Room or Chamber, but ſuch as were 
ſinely painted, or hung around with very neat 


thejr Country,” it none were allow'd:to do ſo, | 


1 


but mighty Heroes, great Champions, and ſuch 


How many muft go naked, if no Clothing were 
ries? It will be hard to perſwade the World 
that none. ſhould write or make uſe of a Pen, 
but ſuch as can imitate the fineſt Copper plate; 
or that none ſhould open their Mouth to ſpeaæ 
above their Breath, but ſuch as can equal the 

But tho? in this Eſlay I pretend not to act the 
Part of the loſty Poet, yet I have endeavoured that 
what I hope is obvious to the Vulgar, and not d 
above their View, may be at the ſame Time ir 
not nauſeous to the Polite, nor below their View, 
if they are ſuch as can lay aſide the ſullen Air 
of Criticiſm. Theſe to whom no plain ſerious 


Flights of Rhetorick can give Delight, do per- 
haps too much bewray their Ignorance of pious 


and ſtarvd where the Fancy only is pleaſed and 
feaſted. And hence I Tk upon it as a molt 


Preface to his 


ſamous and religious Poet, in the 


_ Jo the Curious Reader. Ew. 
excellent Hymns and ſpritual Songs, ſpeaking. of 

ſome of them; 1 confels myſelf (ſoys he) to 
e have been too oft tempted away from the more 


or tc ſpiritual Deſigns, I propoſed, by ſome gay and 
Jas e flowery Expreſſions that gratified the Fancy; 


e the bright Images too oft. prevail'd above the 
e Fire of Divine Affection, and the Light ex» 
for ke ceeded the Heat.” Now, tho I own. that 

the Defect of my poetical Talent might lead me 
to an Acknowledgment of a quite other Nature, 


he 4 Divine Affection that Mould burn in the Heart 


nat with 2 Heat equal to the Light. Not that Lam 
10t diſoblig'd with theſe gay and flowery Expreffions 


me in this and other valuable Authors, whereby 
wy, they are ſo apt to be a Temptation to themſelves 
Air and their Readers, even in their ſpiritual Songs; 
us for I muſt confeſs they have been oft ſo tempting 
to Jand alluring to myſelf, that as I have frequently 
nd both here and elſewhere eflay'd to imitate them 
er- by adopting ſome of their delicious M-taphors, 
us ſo I would certainly have run into the ſame Fault 
d ik I had been endued with the ſame Genius: 
ad Only I way infer from the foreſaid Confeſſion, 
it that Poems upon divine Subjects, which afford 
a Jnota Train of thoſe gay Temptations that he- 
Is witch the Fancy and divert the Imagination, 
S8 may 
1 


. 
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vi To the Curious Reader. 0 

may upon this Account be (at leaſt) not the leſs be 
fitted for advancing ſpiritual Deſigns and Divine *** 
Affections. „ „% 
I am not here to make any Apology for the 
Metre, tho ſome may judge that in this Eſſay 
have ſtudied Rhyme as much as Poeſy. I know ' 
that there may be good Mifick and Meaſure thi 


pI, 
# 


without the Gingle of a Crambo; and that it is 
a great Weakneſs to humour the Sound, fo as to 
darken the Senſe. I own, my Difficulty never 2 
lay much in ſtudying the Crambo, with the even 
Cadency; for theſe, if they be any Parts or Pro- 5 
perties of Poeſy, occurred natively enough, l 
without much Thought: And perhaps it would Ex 
have been a Fault to have lighted the Rhyme eff 
deſignedly in a Compoſure of this Sort, fitted Ge 
for the religious Recreation of ſerious Chriſtians ; ' Ac 
eſpecially when I find the foremention'd eminent mc 
Poet (by whoſe Remarks, of which I had a ill 
little Specimen, perhaps the following Sheets 

had been better poliſhed for the Publick, had \ wy 
his Circumſtances allowed a more cloſs and full 7 
Review thereof) in his Hymns, Page 194. by a a 
marginal Note (TI find him, I fay) hoping, 
© the Reader will forgive the Neglect of 
© Rhyme even in the iſt and 3d Lines of the 
4e $/an24 throughout ſome following Pages: 
Which ſuppoſes it may be a Fault (in his Opi- 


nion) not to humour the Metre in Eſſays of 0 
this Nature. But, if any think I have done it 
too much, all I can accuſe myſelf of, is only a 
that IJ did not neglect the Rhyme when Words * 
favouring it appeared to me as appoſite to the 
Purpoſe as others, and the low Genius afforded .. 
no better. l 
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To the Curious Reader. vj 
10 I am ſorry for your Sake (Curious Reader) 
chat precious Truth is here ſet before you in ſuch 

a coarſe Garb; but, if you attend to the Mat- 
ne Ter, it will (as I ſaid) be no Loſs to you, that 


de you have not here many artful Embroideries. 
a FT do not indeed think that ſacred Truth can be 
W Tet off in too comely a Dreſs, no more than I 
Te think that the Holy Bible can be printed in too 
” fine a Type: But, if every Page and Paſlage 


thereof were illuminate or adorned with fine 
er Cutts, I ſuppoſe this would do more Harm than 
n Good, and be more diverting than ediſying. 
-ix I have not ſeen any ſpiritual Poem upon the 
14 "whole of this Divine Song, giving ſuch a full - 
Explication of every Part thereof as I have here 
8 eſſaß d; wiſhing at the ſame Time ſome happier | 
e Genius may carry on the fame Deſign to greater = 
| 


S > Advantage, and paint forth this ſacred Book in 'Y 

Nt more lively, pure and ſpiritual Colours: But, 4 
2 Fill chat appear, let chis homely Eflay ſuffice ; 

ets and, if the Picture here be but juſt, you'll per- | 

ad aps be much obliged to a Genius that could not = 

ull ſet it within a curiouſly gilded Frame to divert A 

4 your Eye from it. „ | 

8 + But when you hear of the Spirituality and 

of religious Deſign of this Poem, and that (as I 

he may ſhew in the other Part of the Preface) the 

. Fubject thereof is not the fair Circaſſian, but 

Pl- the fair Chriſtian, and his infinitely fairer Head 

- and Husband Jeſus Chriſt ; tho' the Theme be 


more noble in itſelf, and more needful to be read 
ly and conſider'd, than all the wanton Sonnets in 
ds "the World, however artfully trimm'd; yet I'm 
he fraid this Subject be thought ſo jejune, inſipid 
ed and unfaſhionable, that it is poſſible, ys 
0 ave 


vii To the Serious Readers ® 
have ſatisfied your Curioſity ſo far as to glance 
over a few Lines of this Book, you may throw mm 
it aſide like an old Almanack, and ſoon give he 
your Judgment pro or con; and this is all the pf 
poor Profit and Advantage you ſhall get by it, gi 
if you remain always more curious than ſerious. 
And] ſince I have done with you, I ſhall pply 1 
| 
R 


myſelf to theſe to whom this little Eſſay will 
th 


readily be more welcome and acceptable. \ 


$0690000600400000040004494+ 7 
Serious Reader, ZN; \ . ; 5 


T HO; it is eſpecially ſor your ſpiritual Edifi- , 

cation and Comfort, I have eſſay'd in this 
Manner to explain and open up the Goſpel that 2 
z contain d in this ſacred Song; yet I defign not 
to ſay one Word to you in Commendation o 
this Poem upon it 3 nor des it deſerve I ſhould, 
if it cannot thro? the Bleſſing of God commend 
itſelf to your Heart and Experience. But if you 
are exerciſed unto Godlineſs, and acquainted 
with the {weet Life of Eellowſnip and Commu- 
nion with our Lord Jefus Chriſt, I hope you 
all here ſee a Picture and Repreſentation both 
of his Heart towards you, and of your Heart 
towards him; and a Pourtraiture of the ſweeteſt 
Experience of Intimacy with Heaven, that the 
Bride of Chriſt can have upon Earth. And 1 
judge that a Song upon this Subject is not un- 
{eaſonable amidſt theſe evil Days, wherein the 
Songs of the Temple are like to be turned into 
Howlings, and wherein the Bride the Lamb's 

Wife is ready to hang her Harp upon the News 4 


2 
8 2 
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94 
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I To the Serions Reader. 


Ix 


ince% ows. How deſirable were ir, it this little Book 
row might prove a Mean for helping her to ſing away 


give Her Sorrows, and to harmonize with the Deſign 
the of that precious Promiſe, Hof. ii. 15. I will 
it, give her the Valley of Achor for a Door of 
Hope, and ſhe ſall ſing there! To drive away 
the Night of Trouble with Songs of Praiſe, 
would be a Work and Exerciſe moſt ſuitable to 
that gracious Name our Lord takes ro himſelf, 
Job xxxv. 10. Goa our Maker, who giveth 
* Songs in the Night. | | 
WMe have a Divine Precept, perhaps too much 
forgotten and neglected even among the Serious, 
IG. Eph. v 18, 19. 
bis 7 ſpeaking to yourſelves in Pſaims and 
hat Fynns aud ſpiritual Songs, ſinging ana ma- 
not 8 Melody in, your Heart to the Lord ; And 
Col. iii. 16. Let the Word of Chriſt dwell i you 
wichly in all Wiſdom; teaching ana aamoniſhing 
one another in P adus and Hymns and ſpiritual 


, he Lord. And how we are to ſing, we are 


ample, 1 Cor. xiv. 15. I will ſing with rhe 
Spirit, and T will ſing with the Unaerſtanding 
iſo ; but likewiſe by an expreſs Divine Ap- 
ointment, P/al. xlvii. 6, 7. where the Com- 
and to ſing is repeated five Times in a Breath, 
ing Praiſes to Goa, ſing Fraiſes: Sing Praiſes 
umto our King, ſing Praiſes, Sing ye Praiſes 


Solomon being, very myſterious and metaphorical, 
that you may be the more able to ſing it over 
with Underſtanding and Judgment, I have en- 

& | oo deavoured 


7 
A. 
3 


Be filled with the Spi- 


ASngs, ſmging with Grace in your Hearts to 


further taught, not only by the Apoſtle's Ex- 


bit h; Underſtanding. Now, this ſacred Song of 


- 
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R 25 tbe Serions R ealer. : 


deavoured to lay open the Myſteries and Meta- 


phors thereof to your View, « = © 
I have deſignedly caſt the moſt Part of this 


Book into the Mould of common Metre; becauſe 


as it was intended eſpecially for the Us of ſe- 
rious Chriſtians in this Part of the Ifland, o, in 
caſe any of them ſhould ſee fit to als hme of 
theſe Lines a Part of their ſpiritual and devout 
Recreation in ſecret, they might it they pleaſe 


ſing them over in any of the Tunes tw-which 


they are accuſtomed in our Scors Chuithes, 


* 


where none but the common Tunes are 1—ͤ Cupa. 801 b | 


Yet, leſt ſome in reading over this Bou 


been too much tired and outwearied wit? 1 


tedious Uniformity, I have put the 4th and e 


Chapters into the Form of long Metre. And 
in the whole I am ſo far from attempting to ſoar 
aloft above your Capacity, that, wherever 1 


have been obliged e uſe any Words (ſuch as 


prolifick,' mellifiuons, &c.) Which I reckon ant? 
not ſo obvious to the Underſtanding of the Vul- 
gar, I have explained them upon the Margin, 
and hope it is but very ſeldom 'any ſuch Words P! 


Occur to cloud and darken the Senſe to you. 


T know that this ſacred Book of Scripture, 5 
wherein the ſweeteſt and nobleſt Inſtances of 


the Grace of Chriſt toward his Church and 
People are ' repreſented under the Figure of a 


conjugal State, has been greatly profaned by 
impure Writers, who have uſed or rather abuſed 


- their poetical Art, to the gratifying of carnal 


Minds, and proſtituting this holy divine Song 
to the moſt unholy Ends. I have therefore en- 


0 4 i 


deavoured in this Paraphraſe ſo to open the 
90 


being 


Import of every Metaphor, as to ſecure it from 
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To the Serious Reader. 


N 


being perverted and abuſed to wanton Paſſions, 
which I hop fhall find no Handle here by any 
Mode of Expreſſion tending to divert the Mind 
from the Spirituality of the Theme. The Com- 
poſure ' pon every Text here is ſuch, as, I think, 
without great Violence done to it, can never be 


apply 


y Lovers inferior to that glorious 


Bridegroom the Lamb of God, and the Bride 
the Lamb's Wife, as the Church is. delign'd, 


Kev. vi. 9. | 
I thought it ne 


edleſs here in a prefatory Way 
„ you a Key for opening this Song, ſince 
- +, . deen done ſo oft and ſo well already by 


and particularly, Durhais Book upon 


aich is ſo common among many Hands; 
I refer the Reader to his Clavrs Cantici prefixt 
to that Book. Mr. Henry fays, The belt Key 
fo opening this Book is the 45th Pſalm, which 


we 


* 
* 
KY 
A 
* 


eim. 


pply'd to Chriſt in che New Teſta- 

|| And it ſeems the more fit this Book be 
now opened in a Way ſuited to that Diſpenſation, 

ſince Chriſt is more frequently and clearly re- 


preſented in the New Teftainent than in the 
Old, as the Bridegroom of his Church and 
People; for which I might multiply Inſtances, 


f. were It needful, 


The Objections of Adverſaries againſt the Di- 
vinity of this Book are but weak and trifling, 
while we are confirmed in the Faith of its Divine 
Extraction, and fpiritua] Application to the 
Marriage between Chriſt and his Church, by 
the ancient, conſtant and concurring Teſtimony 
both of the Jewiſ and Chriſtian Church. And 
hence, tho?, to carnal Minds, it is a Flower out 
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xii To the Serious Reader. g 
theſe that are ipiritual, it is ſweeter than the 
 Hony and the Hony- comb; inſomuch that ſome 
have made it the Mark and Characteriſtick of a 
Saint, to find and experience the ſpiritual Reliſh _ 
and quickning Savour of this Part of Scripture, *: 
Profane Wits, who ridicule this lofty An- 
them as a carnal Epithalamium or Marriage- 
Song, ſeem to be ar a Nonplus whether to apply 
it to Solomon's Marriage with the Zgyprian 
Princeſs, or a Circaſſian Dame; but they muſt | 
be yet at a greater Loſs, what to make of ſome | 
Complements and Commendations given to S$0- | 
 domon's Bride, if they were to be n (and 
not figuratively) underſtood. For, how mon- 
Itrous and ridiculous were it to deſcribe ker as 
having an Head like Carmel, Teeth like a Flock 
of Sheep, a Noſe like the Tower of Lebanon 
looking toward Damaſcus, aud terrible like an 
Army with Banners! &c. And, if Solomon's 
Chariot were to be underſtood properly and 
materially, of what Matter would they ſuppoſe 
it to be made, when the Maſt of it is laid to be 
paved with Love? Or, if Love be no material 
hing, how ſhall it be a material Chariot? But 
this ſacre Song is not the worſe, 1 pro- 
fane and wanton Wits abuſe it, and endeavour 
to faſten their abſurd and obſcene Senſes upon 
ſome Paſſages of it. It requires indeed, as Inter- 
preters acknowledge, a ſober and pious, not a 
fooliſh and laſcivious Reader. Tt breathes forth 4 
the hotteſt Flames of Love between Chriſt and 
his People, and has in all Ages of the Church 
been moſt ſweet; comfortable and uſeful to al! 
that have read it with ſerious and ſpiritual Eyes. 
One of the Fathers (Athanaſins) W 1 
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To the Serious Reader. xiii 
this Song with other Scriptu es of the Old Teſta- 
ment, ſys, It is ke John the Baptiſt 2 


the Prophets: Other Scriptures ſpeak of Chr! 


as coming, and afar of; this ſpeaks of him, and 
to him, as already come, and near-hand : So 


familiar and preſent is he here repreſented both 
age- 
pply the 
ſpiritval Marriage with Chriſt, And another 
muſt GE 
ome 1 
) So. 
(and 
non- 
er as 


to the Faith and Senſe of his People Zanchius 
makes this Song a Compend and Copy of the 


great Divine (Bogins in Eph.) calls it igſius 


fidei & Religionis Chriſtiane medulla, the very 


Marrow and Subſtance of Faith and Chriſtianity 
itſelf, And therefore I hope it will not be recko- 
ned an unprofitable Work or Service, to open 
up in a homely Poeſy, ſunk fo the Le el of v. l- 
gar Capacities, the great Goſpel-Myſteries con- 
tain'd in this allegorical Scripture, and in a Strain 
ſuited to the Ne- Feſtament Diſpenſation. 

This Flay ( ſerious Reader) being the Fruit 
of ſome Study and Application only at Leiſure- 
hours, is on this Account the Work of ſeveral 


Years; and tho? Occaſions had allowed, yet. the 


Natuie of the Study, however pleaſant in itſelf, 
was more ſevere both to Body and Mind, than to 
have allow*d a continued Progreſs in it without 
many Intermiſſions till it was finiſhed. S»me 
Parts ot this Compoſure being therefore at ſeine 
Years Diftance from other Parts of it, it is poſ- 
fible ſome diſcerning and judicious Readers will 
obſerve that ſome of the Texts and Chapters are 
explain'd with more Life and Accuracy than 
others; which may be eafily accounted for, h 

every one who knows that the Vein of Poefy 
and Frame of Spirit is ſubject to-various Altera- 
tions, higher or lower, at different Times. The 
; greateſt 
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greateſt. Defeat I have here found myſelf to la- 
.bour under, was with Reference eſpecially to 
that Fo ale of Frame, Heavenlineſs of Mind, 
and cloſs 

to open this ſacred Divine Song required ; ſince 
in it.the Believer's moſt intimate Fellowſhip with 
this. glorious Bridegroom is repreſented. under 
ſo many figurative Expreſſions. However it has 
been my earnelt Deſire ſometimes, That z2y La- 
our in this uͥg ht not be in vain in the. Lord, 
ut that it might contribute, thro? the Divine 
Blefling, to the Inſtruction, Edification and 
Comfort of the Lord's People, eſpecially ſuch as 
baue little Acceſs to read large Comments upon 
this ſacred Song ; and particularly thoſe of the 
Congregation which I have, ſo long had a ſpecial 
Concern in, and Relation to, and to whom I 
have but very ſeldom preached upon Texts in 

this Book of the Song of Solomon. —  _ 


_— "T8 mult. be own'd, there are great Depths A; 
in this allegorical Scripture, the Leiter whereof 


kills theſe that reſt in that, and look no further; 
bur the Spirit thereof giveth Life, 2 Cor. iii. 6. 
John vi. 63. and that it requires great Pains and 
Caution to point out the Meaning of the Holy 
Ghoſt, in every Part of this poetical Book, and 
in applying the Figures and Similes therein to the 
ſeveral Graces and Virtues of the Bridegroom and 
the Bride; and therefore I have not admitted of 
any private Thought or Imagination of mine 
own in the Interpretation of this notable Part of 
holy Scripture, without obſerving my View there- 
of to be agreeable with the Judg:nent. of ſound 
Commentators, upon. it. 'T ho” they could afford 
me--litle Help as. to the Form, yet from them 

- : +3 


Communion with Chriſt, that an Eſſay 


Duo the Serious Reader. . & 


2. I Willingly collected Materials, Nor did J ven- 


to ture to make a Paraphraſe upon any otie Verſe 
d, here, till I had once conſulted them, and was. 
ay ſatisfied that T fhould not deviate from the Cur- 
c& rent of Orthodox Writers, their Judgment upon 
th it, of which you have here a Sum. Tho' yet 

er the Paraphraſe is the longer, that I have not only 

as inlarged moſt upon theſe Places that I reckoned 

4. were molt emphatical, but alſo touched at the 

4, Connection of one Verſe and Purpoſe with ano- 
ne ther, where I thought it was neceſſary for the 
nd IIluſtration of the Scope. Nor have I paſt over 
as any one Verſe, however more curtly treated than 
on others, without giving ſome plain View of the 

he Meaning and Import of it. And, it more ſeem 
al to be ſaid upon any Verſe in this Song than is di- 
| | reectly imported in it, I hope it will be reckoned 
in no great Fault, if what is {aid be evidently dedu- 
cible from it, or neceſſary for the further Expli- 
cation of it, and for adapting this Paraphraſe 
"Yupon an Old-Teſtament Song to a Ne- Teſta- 


er; ment Diſpenſation. Beſides, the Senſe being 
6. cramped and contracted within the narrow 
nd Bounds of common Metre, has ſometimes made 
ly the Repetition (tho? not of Words, yet) of Mat- 
nd ter unavoidable : And tho? every Explication is 
the but an amplified Circumlocution, yet I have uſed 
nd as few Repetitions as could conſiſt with my De- 


1 
wil To the Serious Reader. 
pbraſe together; and partly that there might be 
Occaſion o mark upon the Margin ſome of the 
ditterent Readings that the original Text admits 
of, which I endeavour allo not to neglect in the 
Paraphraſe. 
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\PARAPHRASE, 


OR, 


Explicatory POE M, 


. 4 1 . 2 : 
* "8 
1 vr ON 


be Song of Solomon, 


1 ieee be M 2 | 
} ic HAP. I. The Title. 


1 Verſe 1. 7. be Song of Songs 3 e | 15 Solomon "er 


; 7 | 
HE 1 of Anthems > exquilite, 
From $0/*mo0n *'s ſacred Pen, 
Which doth to heav'nly Love excite 
The 1 of holy Men. IPD 
5nd „2. þ+ — 
5 Its Characters divine evinſeec, 
* And evidently clear, — 4 
A wiſer King, a greater Prince, GAs 
4 Than Solomon is here. 


ei 
by Ms 


* 


—_ 4 Paraphraſs 2 


Who Hom above did St HY OY "8 
And with eeleſtial Flame 9 98 2» 

Inſpire the Song, to equal 7haz 5 
Of Moſes and the Lamb. .. 


(4) —_— 
| This to the Lam fur Bride belongs, 
To ſound on ail her Strings i 1 5 

With tuneful Harp, the Song of Songs 7 

: To Chrilt the Kin 8 of Kings. Rye 


WY & 12 
The C aURCH's Words. fy 
Ver. 2. Let him kiſs ine with the Kiſſes of his 0 5 
l 8 0 Sk _ [| is berter than Wine. = 


| "Did — he nd Parr ; 
Pas God of Love, the Prince of 33 | 
DO he Vector of m Heart, 

7 wy 2. . 
3 With fwett Indaarments from: above 
Let him my Soul embrace; 41 
To ſhew my Int'reſt in his Love, — 
And manifeſt bis Grace. 7 


* 

With Bleſſings of thy Mouth. d divine 
O mey I favour'd be; 18 -. ol 
More precious is thy Love than Wine, en 2 
More {ſweet 1 {on me, "SH 
| 4. 

Z I was among the trait*rous Crew 
Doom'd to ternal Fire, 


* > 4 
x - S$ 


be thy Loves. I 3 


Like precious Oil di d, chy Name | 2 
Along ſuch Odour ſends; | LN 


e Song of Solomon. 19 
When he, to pay che Ranſom, few 1 
On Wings of ſtrong Detire. 


Jeſus theGod, with Madl 
HFangs on a Crols and dies, | 

Then mounts the Throne, with mighty Charms 

T'embrace me 85 the Skies. 
ME | 

His Mouth delicious, Heav'n reveals; 1 
His Kiſſes from above | 2 

Are Pardons, Promiſes, and Seals Sk 
Of everlaſting Love, n e 


Ver. 3. Becauſe of the Savour of thy good On- 4 
ments, thy Name is as Ointment poured forth, - 
therefore do the Virgi 2s hove hes. 


Cx) „ 
The Oil of Gladueſs and of Grace,” EP 

On thee pour'd. largely n,, { 

Does ſpread around in ev'ry Place 
hy Savour and. oy Worth. 


That 1 from Virgin Souls a Flame | 
Of holy Love aſcends FATS 


1 : 
'Thy Love to them, thus 3 hea abroad; HEE 
So much inflames their Heart 4 _— 
With Love to thee ; that thou their nn es 


Their Darling alſo art. 


k ( 4 
1 L 0 fot Names! The 7 erbe, Kind, 


_ Anointed to nftrud, | _—_ 
C2: Fe Who 4 


20 J Paraphraſe un 
Who by his Couimtel leads the Blind, 
To Glory will conduct. 


| „ 5. 
Th' anointed Prieſt, by ſolemn Vow, 
Did once for Sin atone : _ 

The Blood, that was the Price, is now 
c The Plea before the Throne. 

10 6.) 

Th' anointed King, co bear the Sway, 
j And daſh the rebel Foes, 
| To make the feeble win the Day, 
1 Tho” Death and Hell oppoſe. 


Each Virgin-tongue with Pleaſure ſings 
Thy laſting Honours, thus; 
© Jeſus our Prophet ever brings 
be Light of Life to us. 
c Feſus our Prieſt for ever lives 
e To plead for us above. 
ce Teſus our King for ever gives 
„ The Bleſſings of his Love. 
Ver. 4. Draw me, wwe 1 run after these: 
No Strength to come to thee have I, 
4 Vea, Lord, no Will to move; 
# Till Pow'r divine my Bonds unty, 
And draw MDA 2s of Love. _ 
r it; Cate 
4 O draw me, Jeſus, by thy Grace, 
*s Allure me by thy Charms; 
'Then we will run to thine Embrace, 
And flee into thine Arms. 


My. Zeal will other Soul excite 
When I am drawn to thee; 
With Virgin-Satnts will Sinners meet, 

And run along with me. 


: — The King hath 1 E into his 
| Chambers ; ; We Will be glad 9 rejoice in 
rhee, | 


(2. } 
I The glorious King, 3 1 beſought, 
Anon my Cry did hear; 
Me to his Preſence-chamber brought, 
And kindly 1 7 me near. 
2 

1 Then ev'ry Thing that . annoy 

While J his Abſence mourn'd, 
So quickly vaniſh'd into 60 NE 

My Grief to Gladneſs turn'd. 


We'll now exult in £37 O King, | 
With holy Chearfulneſs; 

Our Hearts will joy, our Lips will ſing, 

Our Lives will Praiſe expreſs. 


1 
Py 


\ 


mnn——}}/e will remember thy Love more than 
. zne : The V Pright love rhee. 
1. 
Our 0 Mem'ries will record 
This matchleſs Love of thine, 
And keep the Reliſh thereof, Lord, 
Beyond the richeſt Wine. 


1 (2.) 
| e Fools abound, who nor Deſre 
Nor Pleaſure fix on thee; By 


19292 


"TT ORR 


"I Song of Solomon, 1 | 


22 97 Paro Pra vi on 
Yet Wiſdom s Children all conſpire 
To love and joy per me. 


Th* Upright without Bereit, that rove 

| Like Geld without Alloy, 4 Nor 
Make mil rhe Object of their Love, | 
wo And Center of their Joy, 


Ver. 5 7 am black, bur 8 O ye Daughter i 
0 e as the {ents of _ 'as rh 
Curtains of Solomon. 


(1.) Fall 
Ve that Profeſſors are at large, N 
f Or that are weak in Grace, 85 


Take no Offence at me, I charge, 
Nor at my Ty _ 
5s 2. 
Shun not to come and ſhare with me 
Both in my Love and Joy, 
Becauſe my Viſage black ye lee 
Wich Sin and fore Annoy. 7 


3) | : 
Tho? in myſelf Im BE indeed, | 5 joe 
And in my outward Lot; Px L 
7 Yet 1 in my lovely, glorious Head 1 
I'm fair without a Spot. 


1 3 

Dusk y like Kae am T, _ 

| O ye of Salem's Race; 59 

But yet with S/ nps Curtain vie 
For Comelineſs by Grace. - 


{ 
bt 
t'1 
14 
4 
4 
17 
* 


Ver. 6. Look 1014 upon me, becan Ife 7 am black} 
Bgecauſè *the Fun hath looked po me: a | 
- Mothber”s Children Were angry With me. 4 
_ Then 


7 +1, 4 
1 9 


the Song of Solomon: 25 


n 
hen gaze not with diſdainful Eyes 
On me in Sable clad; -_ 
Nor {light my Beauty fair, that lies 
Within the ogy Shade. 


No Wonder I fo black TAI] 

h If ye the Cauſe will note; | 
„% Per ſore Sun-burnt and ſcorch'd I am e, 
With Perſecution hot. 


(3) _ | 
alſe Brethren, that malignant Race, 
My Mother's Sons untrue, A LITER, 
n Rage caſt Duſt upon my Face, A N 


£ 
e 
5 
4 
4 f - I 
LY 
* x , 


And ſully' d a my Hew. 3 | 
T's Nr 208 ae 2 
hey pour'd on me whar open Shame bn: 
Their Malice could coniceives?s 


SY 


ith foul Reproaches ſtainꝰd my 8 TW 
5 And us d me A a r 8 OL 
— They mae me the Keeper if the Eine. 
yards, but mine wn b YIER 8985 dh 4 
kept. . 15 
They of thei Vineyards, me the Drudge 
Oppreſt with cruſhing Care: 
Such fervile Labours, ye may judge 
My Beauty much impair. . 1 


(2. 
| Ye, while, alas ! thus toikd, I ſlept, 
| And Sloth my Watch remov'd, 
Tue not my proper Vineyard kept, 
My Talents not — W aA 
en 8 5 But 


[9.2 4 Paraphraſe on 
WET | 

But tho? my Folly hath me marr'd, 
Aad wrought my own Diſtreſs ; 8 
Yet be not at Reli gion ſcarr'd, "oY 
Nor ſtumbled at my Bliſs. T7 


(4 
For *ainſt myſelf I — OP 1 
That hence my Slav'ry flows : : np 
While I neglect to ſerve my Lord, * 
I'm leſt to ſerve my Foes. * 


Ver. 7. Tell me, O thou ah] my Soul loveth us 
where thou feedeſt , ana where 7h0u mate 
thy Flocks to reſt at Noon: | 


When Sins an deen yok my my Grie, ' 
| And both depreſs me fo, ; 
My Lord alone can give Relief; —_—_— 
To him I . go. | 9 7 
0 thou the Darling of my Heart, 
My Soul's beloved One, 
Who Iral's kindly Shepherd art, 
Thy Paths to me make known. 


(3.0 
O ſhew me where thy Flocks are fed, 
| Where doſt thou cauſe them eat, 
| And where thou giv'it *em Reſt and Shade 
At Noon, from ſcorching Heat. 


(4. 
Tbe Paſture's Fat, the 8 vaſt, 
That does thy Sheep incloſe; | 
| Fain would I feed in their Repaſt, 
And reſt in their Repolſe. 


| « The Word is ; here active. 


I all thy feign'd Companions hate, 


1 We Griefsdo vail thy Graces 


4 ; The faireſt of thy Race, 


the | Song of Solomon; | Sl or; 


. why  ſpould T be as one that turnetb 
* 1 7 de by the Flocks of Thy Companions? 


or why ſhould I that 5 thy Bride 
Bee leit to ſtarve and ſtray, 
Or ſeem as one that turns aſide 

To any * ay? 

N 4. 

All other Loves my Soul abhors, 
Thy Rivals I diſdain; 

With Elocks of thy Competitors 


1 5 Why ſhould I wander then ? 


INN : "i: ; 
N x 
-Y 3. 

* 


va They are a Bane to me 
3 * Soul affect no other Mate, 


; No other Lord = thee. 


0 if I knew thy fix d 8 e ee 
I'd lodge for ever there: 


4 Where may I then enjoy my God? 
v2 O 12 me, tell me where. 


A CurrsT's Words. 
F; Ver. 8. I thou know not, O thou faireſt among 
Momen, go thy Way forth by the Footſteps 
& of the Flock, and feed thy Kids Tyies the - 


Shepheras Tents. 
O thou my Bride, 8 1 eſteem N 


E black thy Form may ſeem 


26 4 Porobinaſa as 
t chou. nat 8 > 5 Jes Brid | 
Dy The Shadow of the Rock, * 
: Nor Paſtures. green where I abide. 
And teed Ort little Fs N * 
Come follow my 8 Grace 
Which I afford to thee.;ñ 
Pl lead thee to the ſweeteſt Place 
Of Fellowſhip. * me 
"fs TOR 
That hence thy Feet may never ſwerve, 
Nor fall in Snares and Wrack, 
The Footſteps of the Flock obſerve 
And follow, thou the Track. 


| (X. 
See how they climb the Rock i in Droves 
To focial Worſhip prone, 
And forthwith haunt retiring Groves 
EP To meet with me alone. 


(5. ). 
: Keep thou the beaten good old Path, 
Vet new and liviug Way, 
* Which all my Saints have 8 by Faith | 
$5 And , and PN. 


: Tho? none of choir: diſh k'd ere 
Muſt be a Rule to thee, | 
Vet follow them in all the Steps 

W herein they New me. 5 


(8 
And, while my Under ſiipherds T Tents 
"om" Mite: kept in good Repair, 
Attend them ſtill for Heay'n pools. 
2 choiceſt Dainties x there. 


10 Song of Solomon. - SF 1 
X % Y «1, 
. "reals holy Ordinances * 0 „ = 
_ The Paſtures of my Grant b& 95 : 
There fealt thyſelf, nor thence devar 2 | 
Thy little tender W 
1 (10. ) 
F Bring Children, Sexyants, all toy! Kids * 
4 Along to feed with thee ; 
Thy Lord all Comers welcome bids - | 
8 In Offers full and fre. „ 
3 1175) | 
Make all within 41 to haunt 
oF Theſe goodly Tents of mine; 
For there my Feaſts of Love I grant | 
- To nouriſh thee and thine, 
1 12 , 
Thus, that thy Feet _ more appear e Bi 
1 0 With other Flocks to roam, 4 ; : 
In cheſe my beſt Incloſures here Ned 
[MN Stay, till I bring thee home. 


0 
Ver. 9. 1 have compared thee f, O my Tode, 
\ 70. a Company of Horſes in * Cha- | 
riots. . ; 
"i MV Love, on whom his Stream unſpent . 
Je Of my Affection flows, A 
Mine Ears have heard thy heavy Plaint 8 
5 About thy haughty Foes: | 


( 2.) 
But they hall know to che Remorle, 
Their War had better be | NT, 
To fight with Pharao}'s Chariot-horſe, : 


* © Than dare to tight with thee. 
=. D 2 ET 


: 7 
W 2 „ 


1c Or made thee like to. 


wr 4; 1 7 PE? ? 


* 
7 
. ates hb Sgt . * 
. 
8 Wy. os > a N 
N 2 8 K 4 6 * 5 _ ay 


28 A Paraphraſe on 


| ( 3. | 

To that well-harneſt ſtately Rout 
J have thy Strength compar'd, 

Becauſe my Armour round about 


Is thy defenſive _ 


Thou mayſt contemn ha burniſht Spear 
When brandiſht in the Field; 
As warlike Horſes laugh at Fear, 
| And mock the a ring Shield. 


* . 

This wing'd Aray more ſwiftly damps _ Wo 
The Foes that thee defy, 4 

Than conqu'ring Chariots thro? the Camps 
On thund' ring Wheels that fly. 1 


(86.9 
Weak in thyſelf thou art, but well 
In me reſides thy Might: 
Therefore the-Pow?rs of Farth and Hell 
Need never thee she 3 


— 


Ver. 10. T. by Cheeks are comely with Rows o | 
Fewels, thy Neck _ Chains of Werd | py | 


My Love, I heard . allo mone oh 
Thy Beauty marr'd and ſpit ; = 
And ſtile thyſelf a lothſome one, a 
Deform'd with 72 and Guilt. >. 

2. 


But as my Blood does counter poiſe 
And all thy. Guilt diſplace, 
So Jewel. graces, Golaen-joys 
Do beautify thy rag? 


Fach arms that thy Dreſs 8 7 F 
Doth thee more richly deck Than; 


"the Song of Solomon. ay 


'F ; Than Rows of Gems adorn the Cheeks, 
Or Chains of Gold the Neck, 


7 4. 

475 An Order juſt thy nad do 
l. ke ev'nly Rows maintain; 
1 By mutual cloſe Connection too 

2 They“ re link” d as in a Chain. 


1 (. ) 
1 Thou haſt thy Royal Lord to thank, 
5 1 That thee a Moor bethroth'd, 
And then confirm to higheſt Rank 
By With Gold and e ee 
5 # | To make thy Cheeks and Neck ſo fair, 
> Mine gave to the Stroke; 
4 My Cheeks to them that pluckt the Hair, | 
4 My Neck to Juſtice-Block. | 


Ver. 11. We will make || thee Borders of Gola, 
with Studs of _ 


Object not, laying, How ſhall T, 
So weak, ſo black a Swain, 


Such Beauties in the Divine Eye 
8 Or furniſh or maintain r 
For with united Pow'r divine 


if We FATHER, SON and SP? RIT 
10 Do ſtand ingag'd thee to refine, | 
15 And make thy Form complea:. 


Zo 
Keep thou no finite Pawrs in View, 
To grace and deck thee thus ; 


I The Word uſed for UE Man at gilt, Cen, i. d. 


Crea - Eg 


"20 A Parapbraſe on 


Creation-work, both ola and new, 


Belongs to none 175 10 3 a 
WE'll make thee yet 3 radiant Gems | . 
Of Grace, without thine Aid, {vb 


J To fence thy Robe, like golden Hems 
- © With Silver Studs inlaid.. 


Thy growing Grace Wal dive and bear 
A perfect Crop at length; 
Vet by no Might within thy Sphere, 
But OUR EY Strength. 


(6. ) 
'Thy Gold ad Silver Ornament 


_ ſirong and laſting pom = 1; 
For lo, it is the pow*rful Vent 
Gt our eternal Love. | Bu 


Ot old the good, te rea? THREE-ONE, / 


Did jointly take thy Part, 
Nags naked Soul WE thought upon 
With Pig i in VIEW - comply | 


1 E held a Council i thy Good, IS 
Where I, without a Sob, _ 
Did chooſea Veſture dipt in Blood 

| „ buy thy golden Robe. 


The Cauvgcn's Words. * 


Ver. 12. White the King ſitteth at his Table, 
my Spikenars 1 forth the Smell thereof. 


"To! Zion's King aray 4 in | Crate, 1 *d 
And e his luring Veſt, CE 
Makes 


3 


the Song of Solomon. 
akes ample wrace "his: 0yal Treat, 
And me his welcome Gueſt. 


hen this his ſplendid Table-head 

f Is with his Preſence crawn'd, 

My Graces then like Spikenard ſpread 
; Their grateful Oqurs round. 


„ 
ith joyful Heart I ſmile and ſing, 
Fach Grace doth rife and run, 
Is languid Plants revive and fpring 
In Preſence of the Sun. 1 


| . 4. a | 
If he withdraw, 5 2 faint, 148 
Their Vigour is reſtrain d:! „ 
But, by his ſweer Return, their Scent 
and Savour is regain d. 


1 1.2 
Fhile at his royal rela he fits, © 5 | 
Such Verdure freſh is gw n, 5 
hat ev'ry Sprig of Grace emits | 
A tragrant _ of 58 
: 6. J | 
y glad Aﬀections leap. and dance, 
When with a {miling Face 
The King does {ſpread and countenance 
'The Table oi his Grace. 


Ver. 13. A Bundle of Myrrhe is my Welbelo-" 
» = veduntome; he ſhall ly all Night beiwixt 
my Breaſts, | i Som. 


5 EE 
No Wonder that mv Spikerard ſmells 
So ſweetly when he comes; 


- % 


His 


32 A Parapbraſe on 
His Love, that caſts the Scent, excells 
The choiceſt of Pertumes. - 
5 3.3 ) | 1 
Faith, Love and Joy begin to ſtir, . 
And ſpread their Odours high, S 
When Jeſus like a Bunch of Myrrhe a 
Does in my Boſom ly. ; 1 


15 
From this nfolace Güzel flies 
His Savour all abroad: | 
Such complicated Sweetneſs lies 
In my incarnate God. _ | 


| | . | 
Abundant Vertue here I ſee 1 
To ev'ry Caſe adapt; 
The Fulneſs of a Deity - \ 
Is in the Bundle wrapt. 5 
Vea, in my webelse d Lond 
; This Plenitude divine 
Is for my Uſe and Comfort ſtor'd; 52 
For he himſelf is mine. 


| 6. | 1 
And has he daing'd $6 3 above 8 
| To ſhew his glorious Charms? 
FI hold him faſt by Faith and Love, i 5 
As in my folded Arms. | 


My Heart and Boſom, wherehe reſts, 
No other Love ſhall know; | =_ 
There he embrac'd ſhall ly, while laſts . 


The Night of = 23 98 
This ſweet Repoſe ſhall wear away ; 
The Shadows of the Night, | 55. 1 
| e | ntil 
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7 0 Song of Solomon, 37 
Until the Dawning of the Day | 
Of everlaſting Light. 


Ver. 14. My Beloved is unto me as a Cluſter of 
Camphire *in the 8 of En-gedi. 


7 My beſt Beloy'd, to whom the Wings 
Of my Affections flee, 
Is ſweeter than the ſweeteſt Things 
Of Heav'n and . to me. 


In Vineyards fair of 88 

Are Camphire Cluſters ſweet: 
How infinitely more is he, 

In whom I am compleat ? 


(3: Ji 
When Sin and Wrath = Sand pres, 
He ſtandeth for my. Good 
| A Cluſter full of Righteouſneſs, b 
And Wenne Blood. RE hd 


| Still freſh in View, I _ deſign 
His dying Love to me, | 
Like Myrrhe and Camphire ſweet and tia 
bY, New, bleeding <1 the Tree. 


5.9 
By Faith [ eat the A preſt, 
- And drink the Blood be lt: 
Of all Love banquets, here's the beſt, 
Atonement for my 69S 
| (6. 
To me this bleeding Love of his 
Shall ever precious be; 


hat- 
or 8 


0 


ey.” 


* Copher, the ſame Word that Gig an Atonement 
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34 A Parapbraſe on 
Whatever he to others is, 
He's All in all to me. 


? 8 | n 
Ckxlsr's Words. 
Ver. 15. Behold, thou art fair, my Love; be- 

Hold, thou art fair, thou haft Doves Eyes. 2 


| = 
What! is thy Heart a Bed of Reſt, " 
| A Room reſerv'd for me? 4 
Behold, I come to be thy Gueſt, 4 
And ven: my Heart to thee. 1 


py - 
* TEETH — thee — 
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x 
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| 2M 1 ( To ; 
My Truth that can't the falſe Decoy 
| ' Of flatt*ring Lips approve, | 3 
Aſſerts, to ele vate thy Joy, I 
Thou art my pleaſant Love, ; 


Lo, thou art fair, lo, thou art fair; 
Twice, fair thou art, I ſay; 

My Righteouſneſs and [Graces are | 

Thy double bright Aray, * _ = 


And black thyſelf doſt ſee; 7 MM 
I ll ſee no Spot in thee, © | * 
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When to a Dog of no-Avail _—_— 
Thou humbly doſt compare vg 
And call thyſelf a Maſs: of Hell, = 
E''n then call 5 fair. 
| | 6. 
But ſince thy Faith can hardly on 1 
Muy Beauty put on thee; . 3 
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the Song of Solomon. 35 
Behold ! Behold ! twice be it known, | 
Thou att all 17 in me. + >, 

| 7. 
I ſee the Beauty of the Dove 
Within thy Soul that lyes ; 
Affections there exactly move 
Like Turtles A Eyes. 


So modeſt, humble, pure and chaſt, 
And faithful to their Mate, 

On me alone they fix and reſt, 
And all my Rivals hate. 


The Cnvrcnu's Words. 


Ver. 16. Behold, thou art fair, my Beloved, 
gea, pleaſant : | 


1 „„ , 1 
What Wonders, Lab, doſt thou perform," 


That ſtoopeſt thus fo low, 
To put thy Beauty on a Worm, 
And then commend it ſo? 


3 
What! doſt thou praiſe a native Black? 
I T bluſh to find it true: 
O lend me Words to render back 
The Praiſe to whom *tis due. 


Lo! my Beloved, 10 6, eva THOU 
Art infinitely fair ; | 
Yea, altogether pleaſant too, 
And ſweet beyond Compare. 
„ 
All 3 in thee 5 
Moſt gloriouſly does ſhine; i 
= 4 What 
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36 4 Paraphraſe on 


What Beauty thou commends in me; 


don. n 
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Is but the e _— | 
Doſt thou applaud the little Stream 
That from thy Fulneſs roſe? 


How highly then ſhould I eſteem 


The Fountain whence it flows! 
6. 


1 ( : 
How ſhall I thee extol, my God? 


It ſhames me to be mute, 
When thou exalts a lothſom Clod 
Wrapt in a borrow*d Suit. 


| 5 A 
But who, alas! can Words invent 
To magnify thy Grace? 


Seraphic Penſils cannot paint 


The Beauties of thy Face. 

N \ ( 8. N 

May my delighted Eye Ga axe 
On charming Pleaſures here; 
And what I cannot loudly praiſe, 

I'll ſilently admire | 


—— AAo our Zed is green. 


1. 

How can my Tongue the Favours hide 

That thus my Heart attach? 
For never was a worthleſs Bride 

So happy in her Match. 

2. 

Beſides his Perſonage ſo great, 

His Equi page is fine, 


His Furniture and Bed of State 


For Fellowſhip divine. . 
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 7he Song of Solomon. 37 | 


When here his Love abroad is ſhed, 
g My Soul, his. chearful Gueſt, 
2 Sleeps in his Arms, as in a Bed 
j Of holy Joy and Reſt. 
FRET (4) 
If Wiſdom in a Myſtery 
| Will Heav'n to Hell betroth, 
FTb' enſuing Miracle muſt be 
A One Bed to ſerve us both. 


What Kindneſs here NE avouch, 
L No mortal Tongue can tell: 
The Heir of Heav'n has made a Couch 
; To hug an Heir of Hell. 
: 2 OY 
Lo, this our Bed of ſweet Solace, 
= Green like the verdant Field, 

> Abundant Frults of Holineſs - 
Does by his Blefling yield. 


To deck our Bed of nuptial Loves, 
90 Buds of the Spring conveen; 
My pregnant Soul ſo fertile proves, 
Pm like an Olive green. 
Fair Bloſſoms of indulgent Grace 

1 That ſhade the Temple round, 
With lively Verdure paint the Place, 
And ſpread the holy Ground. 


Ver. 17. The Beams of our Houſe are Cedar, 
ana our Raſters | of Fir \|- 8 | 
| Our 


Or Galleries, || Or Cypreſs, 


38 


Within our royal Court: 


For there the Bleſſing God commands, 


There is his Iov'd Reſort, 


Our ſtately Dwelling-houle excels 


The Seats of mortal Kings, 


Whoſe pompc ve Courts are nothing elle 


But ſpecious enpty Things. 


Ex: 23. 5 | 
Their gaudy Grandeur ſhrinks away 


Within their witb'ring Bowers; 


No gilded Houſe of mould'ring Clay 


Is ſure and ſtrong like ours, 


The holy Cov'nant Heavn commands 
With Promiſes of Note, 


By which our Houſe compacted ſtands, 


Are Beams that never rot. 


55 
No Cedar-wood from Lebanon 


Nor Fir ſo firm endures, 
As theſe his Rafters, which his own 
Almighty Pow'r ſecures. 
| 6 


Thus ſtabliſht, even our ſower Courts 


Defy the Gates of Hell ; 


For everlaſting Strength ſupports 


The Dome wherein we dwell. * 


In precious Cypreſs Gal ries here 
We walk along in State ; 


Such are the Ordinances dear 


Of my impetial Mate. 


4 Parabbraſe on 
| 5 F : 1. f g ; 
Our Nuptial-bed in Zion ſtands, 


In 
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he Song of ES 
( 8. 
In theſe ſweet Manſions of his Grace 
5 III walk with great Delight, 
Till he prepare a nobler Place. 
3 To walk with him 1 in White. 
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CRRIST“ s Words. 


Ver. i. I am the Roſe of Sharon, and the Lily 
of the Patleys. 
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A S tainted Air from Adam's BoW r 
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O'er curſed Mankind blows, 
F That no green Bed nor ſav'ry Flow'r 
7 In . s Deſert grows. 


Thou then that ſings the verdant Bed 
Adorn'd with Flowers of Brace; 

Come ſee the Roſe and Lily ſpread, 
That thus perfumes the Place. 


3.) 
1 JESUS, am the fragrant Roſe, 
That healing Odours yields, 
And free for common Profit grows 
In Sharon's open Fields. 


4. 
That all who pleaſe may freely come, 
Of lapſed human Race, | 
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—— "A Parapbraſe on 


And ſhare the ſanative Perfume 
That ſuits their ſickly Caſe. 


My bleeding Love, fo oft expteſt 
To guilty Sinners, ſhows 
A Beauty in my bloody Velt, 
Beyond the has 7's 
„ . 
Should I to comely Flow'rs compare 
The Beauties of my Face, | 
Roſes and Lilies, red and fair, 
Would ſtrive in it for Place. 
#2, 
But what's my common Paint caſt o'er 
The Bloſſoms of the Field? 
Tho” Solomon in all his Glore 
Mult to W yield. 


Their comely Form but ſerves to foil 


The Flow'r of Flow'rs above, 
Sprung from the hotteſt heav'nly Soil, 
My Father's fervent Love; 


1 ( 9.) 
Who thence the Lily did tranſlate 
To Valleys here below, 
That Vertue from my humbled State 
To ſinful Worms might flow ; 


1 : < 10. ) 
And that in Vales of Miſery 


When with'ring Comforts fail, 
The Roſe of Heav'n might alſo be 
The Lily of the Vale. 


Ver. 2. As the Lily among the Thotns, 


my Love among the Daughiters. 
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:he Song of Solomon: 4¹ 


While I the Roſe and Lily fair 
; _ Join'd, as my Title claim, | 
My Love, the Bride, muſt have a Share 
= Of my enamel'd Name. . 


= 3 

Mine Image ſhe ſo harmleſs bears 
| Amidſt a furious Broil ; 1 | 
she as a Lily fair appears 1 
86 Ev'n in a thorny: Soil. 1 


| (3.2 

Among the Daughters of Deſpite, 
3 The A of the Earth, 
2 Her Lily-form, ſo lovely white, 

: Shews her ſuperior Birth. 

Beſet with Briers that 18 and pain, 
Vet precious in my View, 4 
She pure and harmleſs does remain 
Among the noxious Crew. 


( 5.) 
The whole of Satan's Children are 
7 A Field of hurtful Thorns, 
Enrag'd by Hell, to ſcratch and mar 
Y The Flow'r that Heaven adorns. _ 
But I Il provide in this Turmoil 
My Lily with a Shield, 
And afterward a better Soil, 
My glorious Az iS Field. 
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* * 3358 3 580 
The Chugchs Words. | 

Ver. 3. As the Apple tree among the Trees of 4 141 
zhe Mood, ſo 4 Belovea among the Sons. | | 


1 


| „ 
My deareſt Lord has Ke my Heart 
With his mellifluous“ Tongue, 
That gives unworthy me a Part 
Both in his Name and Song, 


1 8 
He to my Need his Names doth ſuit, 
As if he could not be 
A Roſe and Lily of Repute, 
Without adorning me, | 
LS Hee 3. 
His ſav'ry Titles thus made known, 
In ſuch endearing Ways 
As wrap my Name within his own, 
Provoke my Heart to praiſe. 


Awake, my Soul, commend his Grace, rc 

And ſing the living Tree, 9 

Who by ſuch Apples of Solace 
Commends himſelf to thee. 


Above the Daughters of 5 Earth 
| Does he extol my Name?: 
Above the Sons of higher Birth 

I will his 6 
8 6. : | 
As Garden * excel ITI 
The Foreſt's barren Race, Ny 


* 
Seel eln, 1 
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756 Song of Solomon; 73 
50 ſhines my Lord o'er Mortals all Ne 
With a ſuperior WY 


. 
72 
Q i 7. 


Hs Fruit ſo ſweet, his "EY fo fair, 


His healing Leaves fo broad, 


| This Tree of Life bears no Comy pare 
With Sons of Wa. or God. 


(8.) 
created Shrubs, wild Gourds be gone, 
F I climb a higher Tree : 
© Jeſus, the living God, alone 
* Yields Shade and Sap-to me. 


. 


1 ſat down under bis Shadow with great 
15” and his Fruis Was ſweet 50 "my 
Taſte. 2 
1.) 


Vhat Fool ſoever NCD] ke, 

My ſweet Experience proves 
That Jeſus is the Tree of Trees, 

Among a 1 Groves. 


From Paradiſe wherein ba grows 

, 1 He ſpreads his Branches vaſt, 
To give ſweet Shade for my Repoſe, 

* Sweet Fruit for 75 Repaſt. 


When ſore fatigu'd, I 1 by Faith 
. Beneath his cooling Shade, 
$kreen'd from the Heat of ſcorching Wrath, 
: My ſhelter d . * 
The Shadow of his Righteouſneſs, 
ki TH he Covert of * Blood, 
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44 E Para, a e n 


When conſcious Guilt 150 Dread oppreſs, 
A bappy Peace conclude. my 


5"). 
This Shadow ſhields me 7 45 FR . 
That ſtrikes the Dread and A, 
The burning Flames of Divine Ire, 5 
And S1nai's . 271 * 
Such Shelter this thick Shade i imparts, _ 
That no'Tempration-fierce, © 
No feather'd Shafts, nor fiery Darts, 
Can once the ante rite Es xg 
7 $3.34 5, 4 h#3 HS 4. 
When Chriſt my Skreen is interpos' d RS 
Between the Flames and nie, 6 
My joyful Heart and Lips unclosd We 
Adore the INN GT 


„ 


5 No Mortal Tongue can fpeak the Bliſs 5 = 24 


That in his Shade js giv'n; 
For then I'm fafe ſrom all ſtreſs, 5 
And taſte an earl _— FEE AA, 
9 5 
The Tree does with immortal Food WY 
My fainting Soul ſolace; © | 255 
With Fruits, che Purchaſe of . Bee, 
The Apples of his Grace. 
103 A fa _ 
O hav? s the Tree of Life, gen give 1 
The Vertue Sinners need. 2 18. 
Enliv*ning Fruit, and healing winks 
To raiſe and cure the Dead. 
(ite 
Pardons, and Promifes and Joys 
pon his Branches grow, 


o 
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Which? 
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5 Laden with Grace, his bruit be drops 


5 


te Song of Solomon. 
Which, bending down with a Poiſe, 
Unload themielves below. 


ee e 
And ſpreads my Table Oer, 


5 To pleaſe my Taſte, and feed 1 are, 


Until I feaſt in Clore. 100 gti © 
Ver. 4. He brought - ne ol the F 
Houſe f, and his e over me was Love. 
Ic) 


Who but my Lord, the living Tree, 


My Leader alſo i 4% 1 
That brings me near to taſte and ſme 
This Love and Grace of his? ? 


6.20) 1 
Becauſe my Fall, he kindly thought, 


Did Narure s Pow'r diſplace ; 
To his Wine-Cellars I was, ene 
By his almighty rave, 111 


Brought ſrom his Cn. to his Houſe, 
To taſte more Joy divine; 

From ſipping of the Apple juice, 
To drink the 1 Wine. + 

EP) 

With ſweet and raviſhing Solace 
My Soul was feaſted there, 

In We en of his Grace, 


The Houſe of his Repair. 


( 5.) 
And lo! the royal Flag Giſplay'd, 


Dy*d with the bleeding Vine, 
Along my ſolemn Entrance led 


Into his Houle of Wine. 1 With © - 


(Op Houſe of Wine | 


45 


4 A Paraphraſe on 
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| : £1 af - ) 
With flying Colours did I move 

And march triumphantly; | 
For then was Love, victorious Love, 
His Zanner liſted high. 


Us ( 7: 

This Signal of his Grace rd 
That ſtately Mareh of mine, 

ö And for my Entertainment turn d 

Wl - : My Water into = ' : 

_ Love's conqu'ring Flag a, War fo near 
Did all my Sins ſubdue; ; 

Love led the Van, Love fenc'd the Rear, 

Love daſht the helliſh Crew. 


| „„ OE 

My fainting Heart was giving Oer, | 

| Till with his Enſign ſpread, in. 
My Standard-bearer went before, „ 

And all the Furies fled. ee 
Soul now to Arms; Love fights and wins, 1 
This Banner ws my Life; . 
Almighty Love will flay my Sins, - 

And end the bloody Strife. _ 


1 IT. EE "Þ 

Sill therefore to ** the Chaſe, 5 

A Till I triumph above; 7 

A Pl mind the Banquet of his Grace, 4 = 
The Banner of his Love. E tos EY 

—_ : | ( 12. ) | 

With Love he march'd, with Love he led, 

1 With Love he arm'd my Breaſt, 

With Love he drew, with Love he fed, 

With Love he crown'd the Feaſt. 


"Th Song « Solomon. 47 
Ver. 5. Stay * me with Flagons, comfort f me 
= with Apples; for 1 * ſick of Lous. 


! Lo! while my Mem ry 3 review 
| His matchleſs bleeding Love, 

* Spirit falls a-bleeding too, 1 
l Muy Bowels melt and move. 14 


; 0 ye whoſe Office 4+ to bear 
1 Ve The Veſſels of his Grace, 
e Flagons full of Comfort here, 
; And Apples of 475 SE | \F 


| Las Veſſels fetch hho Delay 

: ; With Cordialsfrom above: i 
| oo ere my Spirits {woan away; 
m ſick, I'm ſick of Love. 


2 4. 
| I'm overcome, I faint, I fail, | 
- Till Love ſhall 75 relieve; 
More Divine Love the Wound can heal 
; That Divine os 1 N 
| The A ent. Chriſt 5 I view, 
o now my Soul that faints 
F* Sine raves of Aid from you, 
1 That are but ern 


6.) 
Fill out che Wine my Lord did bleed 
To ſtay and ſtrengthen me: 
The deeper in his Love I wade, 
The ſweeter W is he. 


e 


Strau 


ere ibe Verbs are in * tural Number Stay ye me 
0 comfort JE me, i Stràw me. ? | : 


/ 


51 
* : 
3 
** 
* 
2 
3 
*. 
7 3's \ 
F- T7 
"oF Af! 
F REN > 
WH 
2 A 
e 
KA ty 


3 


48 Cf ef re. __— 80 
: | 
Straw me with. Apples all Tong ; 


Their Taſte does fo ſurpriſe, If 
Fd ly and roll myſelf among 
Theſe Fruits of 2 . 111 
Support this ſinking Heart of mine = 
Beneath a Weight of Love, 1 = VW 
With living Fruit and gen'rous Wine —_— 
From Azure Fields above. ED 


. Jo 
I cannot ſurfeit ha nor ſilt | 
Even tho my Cup run oer, 
But feed on Hunger, drink on Thirſt, 
And covet alwa 8 more. : 
| Ro” 
New Feels of Lowe I ſeek, to "70h 
And give Love-ſicknels Eaſe. 
How can I lothe what ſickens me, 
So ſweet is my r 
An) 
The Love, the Love that I WIPER 
Does Wonders in my Soul: 
For, when I'm whole, it makes me dick ; 
When ſick, it makes me whole. | 


(72. T 
; bor of the Joy that — me faint 4 
| * Would give me preſent —_——. 11 
If more ſhould kill me, Pm content = - 
To die of that Diſeaſe. 9 ky 
Ver. 6. His left Hand 15 . my Head, and. 
Bis Tight 3 855 OR me. W ] 
ths foon my fainting Soul did cry WE 
For Cordials to be brought, So 


the Song 
So ſoon my Lord himſelf drew nigh |, 


With more than I had ale. 


1%; 
I fought Wine-flagons, but anon 
| The Vine drew near to me- 


; I ſought but Apples in my Swoon,'; 
£ And lo, I found the Tre. 


= 3; 

"2 When I on Servants call*d in vain, 

45 My Lord himſelf with Speed 

= Did in his Arms of Love amain 

| Uphold my fainting Head. 

; (4%) 

My Heart's Deſire is now obtain? d, 

2 I have my Royal Gueſt, 
And, by bis kind Embrace ſuſtain? d, 

Do in his Boſom reſt. - 


1 « 
F He does with Joys that can't be told 


My Health and Strength repair, x 


And both his Hands about me hold, 
5 To ſhew his tender py | 


= His left Hand for my Ne he 


Beneath my Head doth place; 


And for my Comfort lendeth me 


His right Hand's _ Embrace. 05 f | 


His Preſence brings a . Show” Fig 


F Of Bleffings from above; 
| For now Pm gaaraed with his Pow'r 
| And girded with his Love. 

68. 


= For my "Solace gainſt Sin and Death 


I feel his Divine 1 
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of Solofton 
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Jo © Parapbraſe on + 
And for my Safety underneath . 
His everlaiting Arms. 


Ver. 7. I charge you ||, Oye Daughters of Fe- |? 
ruſalem, hy the Roes, and by the Hinas of J 
the Fiela, that ye ſtir not up, nor awake my | 
Love , till be 23 ) | et i 

| . 38 
Immortal Love her Reſt and Room þ 
Does in my Boſom take; 
Woe to the Fury that ſhall come 
This joyful _ break. 

\ Iþ W- + 

Soon as the tim*rous Hinds and Res PL 
Are ſcarr'd from Sleep and Reſt, 4 

Would Earth and Hell this ſweet Repole © 
Maliciouſly infeſt. l 


py 
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O Salem's Daughters, © Fl I pray GG 2: 
And charge you ſtand in Aw 7 
To waken Love, or do hat may ; = 
Make Jeſus to 1% rio, M. 
r . ” 
Yea, all about me I adjure, 
| Profeſſors and Profane, _ 
Excepting neither Rich nor Poor, 
The Sov*reign nor the Swan: 
TT. | ( 3. ) 3 | 
By pleaſant Roes and loving Hinds, _ 45 
Affections Emblem meet, IN 
CEO On On By 
1} Heb. Adjure you. The Bord my is a Supplement, 
ar the 3 pa 1 Px Hu 57 eaks of A 
Chrift as that Love eminently, or Love. in #þe Abfratt: 
ae end roms eee 63 
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the Song of Solomon: 
By all that's dear to loving Minds, 

And ev'ry T wr, that's ſweet ; . 

. 
By all that's lovely in your Eyes, 
I. earneſtly obteſt, | 
7 9 in my Boſom lyes, 
e may not mar his Reſt. 


\. nfl 


Begone, Sin, Satan, earthly Toys, 
| Far be ye from my Heart; 
Approach not to diſtrub my Joys, 
Nor cauſe my 121 1 25 
His Smiles are free, he comes and goes, 
My happy Hour is this 
Why ſhould ye prove ſuch curſed Foes 
S To interrupt my Bliſs ? 
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” My glorious Lord now ſleeps within 
= Mine Arms of Faith and Love; 
II charge myſelf, my Heart, my Sin, 
”. Not once to ſtir nor move. 
= 975 . | 
le may as Sov'reign counterma 

The Signals of his Grace; 
But never let a ſinful Hand 

Of mine eclipſe his Face. 

II. 

Let no deceitful Lats 3 
| To rob me of his Charms ; 
Nor curſed Unbelief, to rend 

My Love out 3 Arms. 

| IV O87 
I all the Spawn of Hell explode, 

'That would his * annoy; 
5 
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O may I never grieve my God, 
Nor ſin away my Joy. | 


cometh leaping upon f the Mountains, Skip 
Ping upon the Hills. | | 


(a6 I: 
Sweet was the Reſt, but ſhort the _ 
Of Jeſus my Belov'd, 1195 5035 
Who lately in my Boſom lay, 
But inſtantly remov'd. 


Thus doth my fov* rh Lord declare 
The Freedom of his 8 

By ſlipping off, amidit my Care 
To hold him in mine Arms. 

Great Hills, alas ! 1 
Betwixt my Lord and mz 

His Voice unheard, his Face unſeen: 
Stop, ſtop, I _ 1 lee." Na) 


I n 2 4 
5 o * , . 
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'The Voice of my Beloved ſounds, 
I know the charming Tyre; 
No mortal Voice fo ſweetly wounds 
And raviſhes mine Ear. 
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I hear the Voice, I feel 15 f „ 
My Breaſt begins to burn, 
The joyſul Sound revives my Heart 

With Hopes of his Return. 

6. 

In's Volume, Zo T Ne 74 "ag - 

And now I fee him move 


— 


3 


{© Or over, 


Ver. 8. The Voice of my Beloved! Behold, be 
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he Song of Solomon. 53 
In ſolemn Triumph towards me, | 
On Wings of . Fp Love. 


| His Coming in the Fleſb 1 view, 
Glad Heav'n his March attends: 

And Coming in the Spirit too, 

Tor lo, the a” 3 

Dark Shades adieu, bright Morning leer, A 
Behold the gilded Sphere! 

Incarnate Love's perfumed Wings 
Now cleave the ſhady Air. 


9. 
He over Hills — Mountains bigh Gen 
Comes flying on the Clouds. 
In ſtately Porap advancin "g nigh 
Thro' all opponng © ng rouds. 211-45 14913 
10. 
Of Principalities and Pow* "a 
He makes an open Shew; 
Down, in his March, he throws the Tow? rs. 
Of Hell's outragious Cre“. 
Gir. 
He skips oer Rocks without Delay, 
Nor tarries he to climdʒ 
For Hills and Mountains in the Way 
Are but a Leap to 600 : 
612. 
O'er Heaps of Sin to run he deigns, 
O'er Hills of Guilt to flee : 
Nor Death, nor Hell, nor Wrath reſtrains 
His loving March to me. | 


Ver. 9. My Beloved is like a Roe, or a young 


art: 2 


1 5 When 


FA - A Paraphraſe on 


e 
When Faith itſelf could hardly ſee. 
What Powrr could ever pave 
The rocky Mountains whereon he 
MMñu uſt come to feek and ſave; 


| 2, . 
When manifold Oblluchens met, 
My loving Jeſus made 
A ſtepping Stone of ev'ry Let 
That in his Way was laid. 


| G. x 
O'er Hills of Sin and Vales of Grief, 


5 O'er Mountains; Rocks and Seas, 
For my Salvation and Relief 
| He runs, he leaps, he flies. 


e 
Oer every Berber high and low, 
That him and me did part, 
He marches like the bounding Roe 
Or loving youthful Hart. 


＋ 5. 
To manifeſt that his Delights 
Were with the Sons of Men, 
He haſtens to reſtore their Rights, 
And rifle Satan's Den. 


J WLECoM ti 
No Doubt remains * his Good -will, 
MWhoſe ſpeedy March does prove 
His joyful Fondneſs to fulfill 
His Purpoſes of Love. 


When hainous Freſpaſſes of mine 

Make me conclude that he 
Will never any more incline 
Again to viſit me, 


1 


m Ing of Solomon, | 


And yet I ſee him h — 
And ſmiling in my Face; 
Ho can I but adore, admire 
And magnify his Grace + I; 


— bold; He anden bekind ou, Wan, 
be lookerh forth * at the Winaows, Jung n 
himſelf through the —_ 


come, Friends, admire how he renews 
The Viſits of his Grace, 
Andi in what various Forms he ſnews 
The Beauties of his oY * 1 
Na a 

* His darkeſt Ways will prove him kind; 

N For, when he hides at all, + 
He goes not far, but ſtands behind 
Our own Partition-wall. _ 


. 
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LY 
2 
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| | Tho! we, alas! do l 1 high 

4 The hiding Wall of Sin: 
Vet he behind it, very nigh, 

IX Stands ready to 27 in. 


| His Feet no Reſt can #7 ORG WY 5 
Y But skipping, leaping, move, - 24 
4 Till me the Refting-place he make 215 
/ And Center of his Love. 


- zS 3 — 
— — — 


18.2 
And tho? \ while in 6 diſtant Place, 
This Vale of Sin and Thrall, 
There's ſtill between me and his Face : 
A thick, a darkning Wall; Yet 
Or rather looketh in, {| Flouriſoing. 


— —— IE ——— — — 
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MY 
Yet Diſtance alters not his Love, 
Nar ought abates his Care | | ] 
Which force him thro” the Wall to move, | 1 


And make a Window there: ; 1 
6 N 
That there, as thro* a Window- glass 9 


However dark and dim, eee 
His Eye of Love to me may paſs. 
Mine Eye of Faith to him. ; 


Thro' Latteſſes that Light divide, 
Tpbro' glorious Goſpel- lines, 3 
A Vail of Fleſh, a pierced Side, 
His Love, his Beauty ſhines. © cc 
i 1 * 
| Thus, like a beauteous Flow*r in Spring, 
| He ſhews himſelf in State, _ S cc 
i Before the Window. flouriſhing, . 
1 And growing thro the Grate. 12 
Ver. 10. My Beloved ſpake, and ſaid. unto me, 
Riſe up, my Love, my fair one, and come , 
away . i te beet tte!“ F 
| (th 7 » if 
When my Beloved Jeſus nigh 1 
Did to my Soul appear, ie 
His matchleſs Beauty charm'd mine Eye, . 
His gracious Words mine Ear. 
(2. | ; 
Why, tho' the ſweeteſt Favours giv'a © 4 
= Are in his felt Embrace; a 
. Yet ſureſt Intercourſe with Heav 'in 0 
. Is by his Word of Grace; 1 
| 3 See Per. 13. En | 


2 — — - : > 
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( 3.) 
Tl therefore ſing the Words he lad, 


ILSS 
Sa Riſe. up k fail he) _ pleite ride, 


the Song of Solomon. | 57 


And his alluring Art, 


Who me no filent Viſit made, 


But ſpake into my Heart. 


ö 1 A $5 425% 
The joyful Sound my Soul reſtor'd 


And heal'd to that Degree, 


1 never will forget his Word 


By which he quickaed me. 


&f And leave what thee annoys ; 


Lay killing Fears and Damps alide, 


oy And [hate my 5 : 4 . 


1 « My Love, ch? is no Spot in Ae : 


But what my Grace ſhall * „„ 
c Thou art, and evermore ſlialt be, . 
«© My fair nag by ane Bride. OAH 


2 1 
And 35 thou rt mine 15 ſolem Tie, 
0 C And I'm fo fond of ms „ 
It ill becomes thee to be ſhli 521 1 6 


« And carry ſtrange to m. 
8. * 7 1 0. ; ) 6 7 5 


Z © Are mortal Pleifurts worthy thy _ ' 


yl 


ce Flee from their dying Arms; 
© Haſte to my Boſom, come a 
* And _ mortal COP, © 


2 o 
17 Jo 5 
0 « > * - 


Ver. 11. For Joi 'the Hunte i Ta the Rain 
is over and gone. 


ce Come Love (faid be) el now thy Way 


WM bs pleaſant, * and plain: Behold: 
; ehold 


ä—9 —D—D—y—y— — —ä—ä— . — 
1 — 


58 "A Parapbraſe an 
© Behold a fair, inviting Day 
And Heav'n e | T4 4 
| *» 5 : 
ce Fear not the Storm; for, ere I gave 1 
„ The gracious Call to thee, 
« Fair Weather I commanded have, 
ce And calm'd rat raging Sea. 
5 | N 
e Thou haſt no „ Winter- flight, 
„ No Drop of Wrath to dread ; 
© The Storm did with a Vengeance light 
e Down on thy Surety's Head. 


RY e 
« So full did I my Charge perform 
* Once in thy Room and Place, 
That now no, killing wrathful Storm 
F Can blow upon thy Face. 


© 'Tempeſtuous Wrath 120 Death is paſt, 
6 Stern Juſtice is appeas'd; 
& Since I couragious bore the Blaſt, 
cc All Heav'n is fully pleas d. 
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cc I call thee not to fight and bleed, . 
„ But, free of Pain and Toil, |. 
To follow thy victorious Head, x 
_ « And gather in the Spoil ' | 
« Yea, Winter of Deſertion's paſt, 19 
© And Rain of Trouble o'er, = 
While by my Preſence now thou haſt . 


An Antepaſt of Glore. 
2 Qy Foretaſte, | 


the ; Song of Solomon, 59 | 


Ver. 12. The Flowers appear on the Earth, the 
Time of the — f of Birds is come. 


Come, come; for Roa, beloved Bride, 
; © By warming Beams of Grace, 
„ The youthful Spring with flow'ry Pride 
E ce Looks ſmiling in 1 Face. 


* 1 EY q 4 
5 we * „ K #4 
3 2 
* 


1 e Nipt with a Winter- fall, 
4 Now bleſt with Buds of heav *aly Birth 
= 7 And Flow'rs around the Ball. 


„ See Adam's dry < ble Root, 
= - © Where Briers and Thorns were rife, 
Now bud and bear unfading Fruit 

= © Unto 3 Life. 


ee See lapſed Nature's — Earth, 


; re Lo, Heav'n a pears 3 the Ground 
c Where Hal grew up apace 
| 1 * While earthly Hearts do now abound 
> © With heav'nly Flow'rs of Grace. 


(5) 
1 ge The fading Trees of Righteotiſneſs 
* Reſume their fruitful Life, 
| * While I the Branches lop and dreſs, 
And bleſs the pruning Knite. 


= © The preſent Time of peaceful Spring 

e From wint' ry Bluſters free, 

Invite the heav'nly Birds to ſing 

= *© Upon the living Tree. wr” 
il H 2 : Ana 
” n Heb. The Time of Singing is come. The Word rendred 
Enging, ſignifies alſo to prune or Crop. 
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— Arg the Voice of. the Tithe is beer 
iu our. Lans. = 
( 7 
e Lo, now is heard the heav*nly Dove, 
«© The ſacred: Turtle? s Voice; 
© he joyſul-Sound; of Grace and Love 
6 Makes droopio Hearts rejoice. 


5 d Reſdunding Echos To the Plain 
: *© From all my little Doves, 
ce That in the Valleys mourn amain, 
«© Melodious Muſick proves. 


© Their Hearts that nor Ladd: Joy nor mourn Py 

© So cloſe bound up and pent, 1 

e Have now, upon their Lord's Return, 
FX joytul, mourntul Vent. 


& As lovin Friends 4 * do 
5 Nef jay ful meet their Wiſh, 
* Whoſe Sorro xs during Abſence, now _ 
a Dillalving, bleed afreſh : . 


5 5 
TY © So wreſtling Tribes in c „ Mones 
6 Their Lord approach ng wait, 2 
* Wich joyful Hearts, yet mournſul Tones, 
« As Turtles meet their Mate. 
& Sweet Sounds alluring all that liſt 
« Are heard on every Hand, 
© Around the Field that T have bleſt, 
% And ſtibd * va , 
: ol 
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« The living Vine inceſſant does 


c Moſt ſweet and odorif'rous Juice, 


:he Song of Solomon, r 


Ver. 13. The Figetree putteth forth her green 

Figs, and the Vine with the tender Grape 
give a good —_— ae 

| | 2 1. ? $: * 765 


* 


e Now, now is the accepted Time, 


cc When heav'nly Plants of Grace 
ce All preſſing for x ard to their Prime, 
c And thriving, grow apace. 
*© The Figs, tho* yet unripe for Meat, q 
OS Appear n green Aray: | 


« Young Grapes unripe for Drink, yet ſweet 


And ſav'ry Scents convey. 


| [ | | I. 3. 8 e 75 
« With Joy the early Spnigs I ſee, 2 
«© The young and tender Race 


* And view with Pleaſure in mine Eye 


© The ſmalleſt Buds of Grace. 


4. „ 
c Yea, lo, the welbadvanced Spring 
© Does in Abundance now, 
«© Not only Flow'rs for Pleaſure bring, 
66 But Fruits for Profit too. 
5. 0 


To ev'ry Branch diſpenſe 


© From Steams of Hell to fence. 
EE EO. 
cc Are Serpents ſaid to flee the Smell 
“ Of Vines with Fear and Dread? 
«© Perfumes of Heav'n's true Vine repell 


* Th' old Serpent and his Seed. 
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Ariſe, my Love, my fair one, and come e 1 
ara * | | | : 


© Riſe, drooping Bride, v hile Spring ſo ſweet, | 
es In Place of Winter ſnell, 8 | "6 
| © Does thus by various Charms invite 
© Thine Eyes, and Ears, and Smell. 
3 | ( ä | 
ce Fair Love, tis thee I'm fond to wed, 
Tis thee I'm loth to want; L 
© Come to thy heav'nly Mate, and bid e 
. All earthly Loves avaunt. | : 
* Thy Company and Love to gain | =. 


«© I am ſo ſtrongly bent, S = 
cc PII ſtill infiſt, till J obtain ee 
“ Thy ful} and free Conſent. 4 
| N ec 
ce Haſte to mine Arms; for, didſt thou move 
„ As I'm to thee inclit d, 3 7 
© Thy Heart would on the Wings of Love .T 
_« Outfly the haſty Wind. 5 


Ver. 14. O mny Dove that art in the Cleſts of 
the Rock, in the ſecret Places of the Stairs, 
let me ſee thy Countenance, let me hear thy 
Voice: for faweet is thy Voice, and thy Coun- 

'Fenance is comely. | 


C9 
«© My Dove that in the lofty Rock 
#6 Art wont to neſtle high, 
ee And to my Wounds, when Storms provoke, 
ce As ſhelt ring Holes to fly; 1 4 


See Per. 10. $i 


ne 


ft S 
Oy © 
FS, 


( 2. ) 


ce In ſecret Corners wont to vent 


Thy Heart to me alone, 


the Song of Solomon, 


; & Kindly to pour thy heavy Plaint, 
«© And make thy humble Mone: 


Z 
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e Thy humbleſt mourn 


c Their higheſt Strains that artſu 


« At every threatning Shock, 1 


cc So tim'rous now for Shelter fly 


7.54; 
dv. ” 
3 


« To any lower Rock? 


O why doſt thou, that built ſo high, 


ee Why, frighted from thy lofty Neſt, 


« To lurking Holes and Clifts 


ee Doſt take, with Shame and Fear oppreſt, 
* © Such vain and ſorry Shifts? 


e Look up, my Dove; nor bluſh nor fear 


3 


«© Thy heav'nly Mate to face, 


; «© Who wills thee boldly to appear 


© Before his Throne of Grace. 


( 6. 


« With Confidence to me, 


* <« Lift Voice and Count'nance both upright | 


nd let thy Voice mine Ears delight, 


c Thy Countenance mine Eye. 


& Which pleaſe me more to hear, 


„ Could charm a mortal Ear. 
| ( 8. 


ce Excel, in my Eſteem, 


In Orat'ry ſublime, 


c Than ever choice melodious Lays 


| 7˙ | * 
6 Por ſweet's thy Voice of Pr ay'r and Praiſe, 


22 


ful Notes, my Dove, 


1 rove 
wed © 
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de 
ce Thy Countenance is allo fair F 
«© And comely in mine Eyes; ec 
c Tho' earthly Minds with Carat Air = 
1 heav ly Mein' deſpiſe, 2 | 
6 IO, £/ ccc 
& For, while my Righteouſneſs compleat = 
« Ts {till thy Robe renown'd, . ce 
ce My Graces in thy Count'nance meet, + 
* And cait their Luſtre round. 7 


fer. I 5. Take f 17 05 Foxes, the little Pure E 
phat ſport the TING 3 ; 175 our Vines haut © 
tender Grapes. o_ 5 


“ But ſince my Bride Sa tim*rous Dove, —_ LL 
Soon ſcarr*d and ſet aſtray ; _- 
7 Care muſt be taken to remove -* 


e bas ane Beaſts of Prey: 


0 burtful Foes a Leif B Brood 
-© Againſt her Peace combines; 


cc As in a Vineyard Foxes rude 
Infeſt the feeble — 0 
6“ Tet all ——— in Eng me 
© Soon, at our Inſtance, feize 
ee The Foxes great and ſmall they ſee 
Tat {poil the riſing Trees. 


4. 
Ye Miniſters of my Affairs, 
« My Vineyard who attend, 
e J charge you guard againſt the Ghiares 
0 "That do the Vines offend. 


* 


ce All 


+ Take, in the Original, is in the Plural NO Take f 
ye. 


Vain Thoughts, deceitful Laſts, that hate 


7 


1 & All falſe Apoſtles take and try, 


No cunning Spoilers ſlightly mark, 


For theſe no ſtnall Deſtruction work, 


A little Fox ſoon Polz and rents 
Lei 


e A little Leaven ſoon ferments 


Our Vines have ſmall and tender Grapes : 


* With much ado the Hurt eſcapes, 


e Each Soul be alſo taught to catch 


| | ( 10. 
* © Their little riſing Brats deſtroy, 
= © Elſe they the Buds of Grace and Joy, 


Ver 16. My Beloved is mine, and I am his; b 


1, People or bis Ordinances, inns 


- tbe Song of Solomon. 


[ON * 
S 


ce All erring Teachers ſoon deſcry, 


« Deceitful Workers check, 2 


c Refute, repel, reject, 
6 


"1 dos 
No little Foxes ſpare: 5 


«© No little Miſchief ſhare. 


* Small Branches to the Stump: 


* And leavens all the Lump. 
8. ). 


“ And if the ſtrong, the big 
*© How hardly will the Sprig ? 


«© Small Foxes hid in Heart, | 


- 


«© And gender grievous Smart. 


) | 
“ Their ſmali Beginnings huſh ; 


*© The tender Branches, cruſh. 


feedeth * among the Lilies r. 
bp foes Li . Puch 


Viz. Himſelf or his People. 


| By Myſtick Union, fo divine : 


66 * 4 Paraphraſe on | 


Such were the kindly Words he ſpoke 

To give my Soul Repoſe, 

Such was the Order {tri& he took 
Wh my * Foes. 


P11 383 boldly * aſſert, 
While yet he hides his Face, 
And own his Int'reſt in my Heart, 
My Int'reſt in by 2 N / 
* ä 
Lo, I am his, and he is mine, 
Our Titles are involv'd 


As cannot be ord, 


Our mutual Int eſt LEE hides 
And will endure for ay; 
Hence, tho behind the Shade he hides, 
He i is not lar TT 


5 wk 
Tho? Heav'n the nob ft 1 yields, 
Among his Flow'rs above ; 
Yet here amidſt his Lily-fielas 
He keeps his Feaſts of Love. 
6. 


). 
Mong Saints-whoſe Robes are Liy-white, 
By waſhing in his Blood, 
To grace the Feaſt is his Delight, 
His Meat and Drink and Food. 


.. 
With loving Care his Flock he feeds 
Upon the fatteſt Place, 
Among the faireſt Lily-beds, 


The Paſtures of his . 180 By 


8 R 1 


— ws CCC ebony; n De . 
a — * 


the Song of Solomon. 67 
3 F 
By Faith T wait my proper Share, - 
When nought but Se I ſee; 
And argue from his paſt'ral Care 
His loving Mind to me. 


+ 


— — 3 
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Ver. 17. f Until the Day break * and the Shas 


aows flee away. —— 


2,256 
Among the Lilies here below 

My Lord will feed and'ſtay, 
Until eternal Day ſhall blow 

Time's ſhady wy away: 

5 
Still therefore Rays of Joy remain, 
Tho' dampt with Clouds of Fear; 

Until he cleave the ſtarry Plain, 

And on the Clouds appear. 


Did Saints of old, . 9 * in Night, 
Believing, hope to ſee 

Incarnate Love's ſubſtantial Light 
Make legal Shadows o_ 2 


3 | 
"Tis done; and now the brighter Skie 
Makes Goſpel-Grace the Pawn, 
'T hat all remaining Shades ſhall die 
And fink in G/ory's Dawn. 


Fi 47 
Her fiery Wheels with ſpeedy Flight 
{ſhall o'er the Shades be hurl'd, 
And Deluges of dawning Light 


O'erſpread the dusky World. 
3 Zet 


t Theſe Words are applicable either to the preceeding or 


- following, * Breathe or bloav. 


— . 


1 
R ————— _— 
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5 


Let there be, Light, once more he'll ſay 
W ho firſt did gild the Ball: | 
Then up ſhall riſe the endleſs Day, 
And down the Shadows fall. 
7. 9 . 
Darkneſs, the Charge, 2o more to be, 
Shall bear, and ſoon obey, 
And Clouds of Sin and Sorrow flee 
Before the riſing Day. | 
The long dark Nights that kept the Field 
And domineer'd with Might, 
Shall then reſign their Place, and yield 
To everlaſting Light. 


| 4. 95 7 
Ev'n Ordinances ſweet ſhall paſs 
Which darkly ſhew him here; 
For then he'll break the Looking-glaſs, 
And Face to Face appear. 
IO 


Welcome, the great, the glorious Store ; 
Adieu, ſweet, little Pawns : 
Fl doubt, and fear, and fin no more, 

When Glory's Morning dawns. 
◻ỗiurnell my Beloved, and be thou like a 


Roe, or a young Hart upon the Mountains of 


; Ko] 
Kind Lord, till this beet * appear 
To my eternal Bli fs, 
Till dusky Shadows all retire 
And work no more Diſtreſs : 


'Turn 


As ina Cirenit, t Or of Diviſion, 


— 


the Song of Solomon, 


| 
Wo 


2. 
= Turn, till this PR Break of Day, 
O turn to me thy Face; | 
While in the ſhady Vale I ſtay, 
Deny me not thy Grace. 


. 
| While circling Woes depreſs my Soul 
To various darkſom Urns : 
Let circling Mercies round me roll, 
| By various kind Returns. 


( 4. ) 
O'er Hills of Sin, and Guilt, and Woe, 
That place us far.apart, 
Come marching like the bounding Roe, 
Or loving youthful Hart. © 


(5. | 
O'er Mountains to their Mates they move, 
They skip, they leap, they flee ; 
With equal Eaſe, and Speed, and Love 
Halte o'er the Hills to me. 
n 
Tho? juſtly thou retire and hide, 
Thy Favour ſtands unmov'd : 
I'll therefore own I am thy Bride, 
And thou art my Beloy'd. 


- F fe 
Hence ſhall dividing Hills and Rents 
Between my Soul and thee, 
Be to my Faith but Arguments 
To haſte thy March to me. 


Let mighty Hills, o'er which to 80 
Defies my feeble Limbs, _ 
Enhanſe the Glory of the Roe 


That Rocks and Mountains climbs. 


Dif- 


” \4 * — 
—— * * 8 — 
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2 3 
Difficulties ſo huge to me 
I never can remove, „ 
Be but Occaſions air to thee ] 
To ſhew thine active Love. 
' 1 
Let riſing Mountains haſte the View 
Of all-ſurmounting Might : \ 


And Ev*ning .Shades, the falling Dew 
Of Love, till Morning Light. 


LYTESBASS BASS 
- CHAP. III. 3 
The Chußch's Words. 


Ver. 1. By Night on my Bed 1 ſought him 
whom my Soul loveth; I. ſought him, but 1 
| Found him not. | | 


[22029 +. ; 

; HEN Shadows dark and Mountains high, 
| With ſtern united Might, 

Conſpir'd to hide him from mine Eye 

Whoſe Abſence is "7 Night; 


5 ; 
Upon my drowſyBed alone, 
Amidſt my Slumbers toſt, 
I ſought him but my fl. thſul Mone 
And lazy Labour loſt. 


Love acting ſuch a lanquid Part, E i 
q I felt a ſtrange Diteale, - An 


— 


the Song of Solomon. 71 
An abſent Lord, a careleſs He:rt, ; * 
And Reſt e A 
4- 

Jjuſtly the Darling of my Soul, 

{till rolling in my Mind, 
Did my dull Suit again controul ; 

J ſought, but could not find. 


Ver. 2. I will riſe now, and go about the City, 
in the Streets, and in the broad Ways I will 
ſeek him whom my Soul loveth: I ſought him, 
but I found him not. — 
| 3 b 

be found 
In ſuch a ſleepy Road, = 
T'll rouſe, and riſe, and go around 
The City of my God. 


f th DE oa 
More Life and Vigour than before, 
Thro” Grace, I will diſpi:iy 5 
And in my Search frequent no more 
This lazy, POT Way: 
But, ſhaking off my drowſy Chains, 
| About his Courts I' move, 
With more Activity and Pains, 
Jo eek my 2 7 5 9 98 
4. 
Tll ev'ry ſecret Corner trace, 
And ſearch the publickStreet, 
The Ordinances of bis ace, 
Till I my Saviour meet. 
P 
In mere Reſolves I did not ſiſt, 
But fought him here and there; 


Since myBeloved won't 


_ Yet 


71 A Parapbraſe on 
et, ah, the God of Jacob miſt 
Even in the Houſe of Pray'r. 
E406 

So much did former 1 
To preſent Loſs redound, 

That in the molt devout Addreſs 
He was not to be found. 


Ver. 3. The Watchmen that go about the Ci ty 


found me: To whom I ſaid, Saw ye him Whone 
my Sor toverh oe 


| h „ 
Then was J (while I roam'd abroad) 


By faithful Watchmen found, 
Who in the City of their God | 
Perform'd their 4 Round. 5 | 


| ; LT OR. 
To whom I crv'd, with great Reſpect, 


© Ye Pilots of the Blind, 


Can ye my wan&*ring Steps direct 


be; My deareſt Love to find ? ' 


3 
ee J hope, ye who with heav'nly Art 


ce Still tread the holy Ground, 5 


Well know the Darling of my Heart, 


And where he may be found. 


«© When my Belovꝰd is hid from you, | Y 
c What Paths, what Means of Grace, 
* What Coarſe do ye yourſelves purſue a 


© To ſee his lovely Face ? 


oy BEN GT WES ” 
< Tell me, ye Watchmen of the Night, 5 
« Did 


«« pray you, tell me where 


g the Song of Solomon. 7 
« Did ye eſpy my SouP's Delight? 

© That I may ſeek him there. 

* 10 6. 

Cc O ha Stars, if ye might be 
| cc Ny Guides to Jeſus now! 
* Seers, did ye my Saviour ſee ? 
«© Pray tell me where, and how 2 


8 | y 
But, ah, no Lips of Saints or Prieſts - 
My preſent Plaint could ſtay ; . 
All were but dry and empty Breaſts, 
While Jeſus was _— | 
1 
My Teachers leſt me ſtill in Doubt, 
While he witbheld his Grace; 
Even when their Doctrine found me out, 
And touch'd my very Cale. 


f er” 
Tho” publick Means no * Stop 
Put to my bleeding Wound; 
Yet, lo, the healing Dew they drop 4 
I ſoon in private found. 


Ver. 4. It was but a little that I paſſed from 
them, but 1 found him whom my Sous toverh 3 


. 
When publick Ordhandgs ird 
In eaſing my Complaints; 
When little to my Help avait d 
Or Miniſters or Saints: 


J 
When Means and Duties nought could do, 
Tho' uſeſul in their Place. 


. Parapbraſe on 6 


As open Iuns; and precious too, 
2 ſweet Canals of _ : 
3) 
Yet, proving as to Succeſs: weak, 
| Beyond them all J paſt, 
A little further Step to make, 
And found my Love at laſt. 


| 4.) 
When outward Conduit-pipes could vent 
No drop, to help my Need, 
The little Step I turther went 
Was to the Fountain- head. 


n 
For paſſing thro? the brittle Reeds, 
And but a dittle Space: 
And looking o'e the Servants Heads, 
I ſaw the Maſter's Face. 


3 (66.0 
My Truſt in Means did from them paſs, 

A higher Rack to climb; . 
But zbrough them, as the Looking-glaſs, 
I fixt mine Eyes on him. 


7. 
How ſoon thro” Golſpel-teleſcopes 
Faith did his Glory ſpy; 
Diſmiſſing all inferior Hopes, 
My Heart purſu'd Irs Eye. 


J found my Soul's Beloved chaſe, 
In all his pleaſing Charms; 
And joyſul flew to his Embrace, 
And graſpt him in mine Arms. | 
, | | 19 
I beld him, and would not let bim go, 
— f * ; ; Hi 
"11S 


the Song of Solomon, 
His Preſence which by Fad and Pray'r 
I ſought ſo much to gain, b 
Now, when enjoy'd, with equal Care 

IT labour'd to retain. | 
ws Ga) | | 
I Pp for Joy to ſee his Face, | j 
And, like a kindly Bride, | 
Inclos'd him faſt in mine Embrace, ö 
And preſt him to abide. 


( 3- 
His Preſence did ſuch Bliſs lud. 
His Abſence ſuch a Bane; 
I now reſolv'd that he and I 
Should never part again. 


4:4 

I faw his ſmiling Face where ſtood 
A thouſand lovely Charms, 
And melted down into a Flood 
Of Pleaſure in his Arms. 


—_— 


| 5. ) 
And, lighting now on Jacobs Road, 
Did equal Fervour ſhow; 
I wept and wreſtled with my God, 
And would not let him go. 


| ( 6. * 
In Heat of Battle for the Bliſs 
On pleaſant Bethel Plains, 

J held him by his Faithfulneſs, 
The Girdle of his Reins. 


17 T By 
And while I made his Truth my Shield, 
His Word of Grace my Stay ; 
The God of Jacob deign'd to yield, 


And could not ſay me nay. EEE 
| y © Hs | Of 


Of Freedom great without Offence 
Allowing me my Fill; 
With holy, humble Violence 
I won him to my Will. 


Uu: I had brought him into my Ma- 
ther's Houſe, and into the Chambers of ber 
that couceived me. 8 


. | 
_ While ſuch a Banquet I oy, 
Such Pow'r with God in Pray'r, - 
My Court and Moyen I employ*d 
That others too, might Share. 


Remembring, while I fa the Comb, ' 
; _ - My larving Eriends' in Jails... .. + - - 
I brought him to my Mother's Home, 
His Largeſſes to deal; 


That all my Relatives an 
My preſent wondrous Bliſs, 
Who faint with Famine in the waſte 
And howling Wilderneſs. 


(4) 
With ardent Zeal beſought I him, 
Iu0 let his Bleſſing fall 
On Myſtical Jeruſalem, 
The Mother of us all, 


| | | "ooh 

| "Tis writ in Zion's Infant-xoll, 
This Man and that Man there 

Was born again ; and there my Soul p 
Firſt drew the vital Air. L 


wed, 3 
I therefore beg'd, ws Offspring free 
Might have, with peaceſul Days, The 


the Song of Solomon. 77 
The Pleaſure of bis Company N 8 
In his approved Ways. 


7. 9 : 
His Preſence to her Houſe I ſought, 
Its Ruins to repair, | 
To ſtrengthen what his Hands had wrought, 
And ſhew 1 51 e 
I ( 8. : 
J pray'd him to my native Home, 
| As his belov*d Reſort ; 
Nor did my Lord refuſe to come 
And grace his ſacred Court. 


— — 9. * 
For there he fill d RE . Brim 
; My Cup of Joy; and there 
His Love to me, and mine to him, 
Did mutual Tokens ſhare. 
„ £x800 7 
I found, to my Experience glad, 
2 That, in the wreſtling Way, 
The God of Jacob never ſaid 
The Seed of Jacob, nay. 


Ver, 5. I charge you, O ye Daughters of Jeru- 
ſalem, by the Roes and by the Hinds of the 
Field, that ye ſtir not up nor awake my Love - 
till h pteaſe ||. | N 9 32 


. a 
My Lord does now his joyful Reſt 
In Zion's Boſom take; 7 
Wo to the Sin, th* unwelcome Gueſt, 8 
This ſweet Repoſe ſhall break. . 
| e 


| 4 See Chap. ii. 7. the ſame Words, but here they relate 
0 Chriſt's Preſence in the Church, the Mother's Houſe, that 


that be not marr'd, 


i ve 


88 8 


Ye Daughters of Feruſalem, | 
That love to him profeſs, 


Take Care ye do not loſe the Gem, 


262 bc 3. 700%: 
While ſome delight in Hinds and Roes, 
And from Alarms would ſhield 


The Joy that ye poſſeſs. 


Their ſoon-diſturbed, ſoft Repoſe, 


Upon the open Field. 
(4 ) 


Shall we awake our deareſt Love, 


With vain and earthly Noiſe, 


'That'may provoke him to remove, 


And daſh R 


645. Sh 
If ſome affect the rural Charms 


— 


And Pleaſures of the Field, 


A dearer Love is in our Arms 


Than ever Earth could yield. 


: | 7 +6; | ' 
If they their pleaſing Trifles would 


All undifturb'd enjoy ; 


Sha'nt we our deareſt Darling hold 


Ye then, that of my Mother's Houſe 


And hug without Annoy ? 


The Sons and Daughters are, 


Be careful, while he ſtays with us, 


: . 
While he vouchſafes to be our Gueſt, 


Leſt ye the Pleaſure mar. 


And grace our publick Inn, 
Let none of us diſturb his Reſt, 


By Heav'n-provoking Sin. 


Ine 
B. 


8 


[ 


R 
Her Heart inflam'd with holy Fire 


But woe to us if off he go 


As from the glowing Aitar's Stove _ 


the Song of Solomon. 
f 0 i 9. ) 55 | 
Tn Love he comes and goes, and fo 
May leave his holy Hill: a 


9 
— — — — — 


In Wrath, againſt his Will. 
ie 
His Will and Pleaſure is a Law, 
To which we mult ſubmit : 
But never tempt him to withdraw, 
Until he judge it fit. 


The Companions Words. 
Ver. 6. Who is this * that cometh out of the 
Wilderneſs like Pillars of Smoke, per fumed 
with Myrrhe and Frankincenſe, and all 
Powaers of the Merchant? a 


4 1 | 

What Bride is this, in bright Aray, 
With precious Bleſſings ſtor'd, 
That gives us ſolemn Charge'to pay 
Such Homage to her Lord? 


; 4 
Up from the Deſert ſee her move, 
And climb the Azure Skies; 


The fmoaky Pillars riſe. 


In the devouteſt Mode, 
Adventures boldly to aſpire 
Uno the Throne of God. 


As 
* This, Here, 7s in the Feminine Gender, q. d. Who is 
Be that cometh up, c. 3 


— 


„5 Tae Ba n 
2M = Te 
As tow'ring Smoke in Air ſerene, 
With ſtately riſing Heads, 
Majeſtick mounts above the Plain 
| In lofty Pyramids : 


"os 5 
See how her warm'd Affections tow'r 
And, with a heav'nly Air, 
Contempt on earthly Glory pour, 
As worthleſs of her Care. 
17575 
Perſum'd with Myrrhe 2. ffncents ſweet, 
She ſmells like flow'ry Spring, 
With ſav'ry Graces, Odours meet 
JI To entertain her King. 
fFfJFJFf . 4, * 0 
No precious Powders from afar, 
Of which the Merchant boaſts, 
Like theſe her grateful Odours are, 
| Brought from Inmanuel's Coaſts. 
- 1 
So wondrous are the 8 we ſpy, 
| So rich the broider'd Robe ; 
Her dazling Splendor blinds our Eye, 


-- » 'd 
„„ 20 Oe TIT r 


And blazes o'er the Glob. 1 g 

N | 9 3 | Wo 

K The Cxuxcu's Words. 

l Ver. 7. Behold, his Bed * which is Solomon's, & ( 
q | ( . | ; 

l O Friends, what mean you, with Surpriſe, L 


On mortal me to gaze? 
From borrow?d Beauty turn your Eyes 
To uncreated Rays. = 


See Chap, iy 16, 


Behold 


— 


the Song of Solomon. 
n 

Behold the King magnificent 
Who me ſo richly clad, 
Whom Solomon the oppulent f 

Did typify and TER 
Come, ſee his Equipage prepar'd, 

And Enſigns of Renown, _ 
His ſtately Bea, his royal Guard, 

His Chariot and his * 

4. 

His Bed of State in Zion ſtands, 
Within the royal Court; 
For there the Bleſſing Heav'n commands, 

There is his W Reſort. 

- 5. } 
There, ſtill remains, as Prophets vouch 
And Holy Scriptures tell, 


% 


The Heirꝭof Heay'n's embroider'd Couch 


4 7 J 
6 
Aa wc Sib 

Z 


For hugging Heirs of TY 
| WR 
This is my Reſt, here will I ta 
In — 125 he faid; 19s 
And, till he can his Word unſay, 
He'll never change his Bed, 
| * | 
Tis here, with Plealin® 9 
Our mutual Loves combine, 
On eaſy Downs of holy Reſt, 
And Fellowſhip Divine. 
1 
The Furniture and Coſt immenſe 
About the Bed mw clear 


I Rich. 
144 | 


An 


82 Al Paraphraſe on 
An infinitely greater Prince 
Than Solomon is here. 


; — T hreeſcore valiant Men are abom it, of 
1 the Valiant of Iſrael... V. 8. They all hola 
. Swords, being _— * War : Every Man 
(| path his Sword upon his Thigh, becauſe of 
7 Fear in the Night. I 8 j 1 8 
| 50 Ba) 
Behold the royal Cuara, to fence + 

His Bed on ev*ry Side, 
To ſhew the Splendor of the Prince, 

The Safety of the Bride. 


£501 th 
A num'rous Hoſt of nobler Knights 
Than Solomon's Brigade 
Of ſixty valiant 1fraelires 
Around his Iv'ry Bed. 


For, lo, the reſting Place to guard 
The Hoſts of God combine, i 
Thouſands of Angels all prepar d, 1 1 i 

And Attributes Divine. | * 


. 
The loweſt Rank that rails the Bed 
Are Watchmen of the Night, 
Who ſtand as Sentries in the Shade, 
Until the Morning-Light. 


N 63.0. 
Of theſe the Faithful to their Prince 
No naked Soldiers are, 5 
But arm'd compleat for bold Defence, 
As mighty Sons of War. | 


| #\ C4): 
By long Experience skilful grown A 
They in the Field commands. And 
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the Song of Solomon; 85 
And vaProus for the heav'nly Crown hs 
They fight with Sword'in Hand, 


* . „„ on $6; $548 7. en 
The Spirit's Sword each ready wears 
. ©, Cloſe girded by his Side, 

The Divine Word, to ſtill the Fears 
Ol Jeſus? royal _ 
When nightly Dread lO mar, 
Their Swords ſilence the Fright, 
And from the holy Spot debar 

The Terrors of the Night. 


Vea, Zion's King himſelf acclaims 
To be her Shield and Shade; | 
His Blood, his Word, his Oath, his Names 
Defend the royal Bed. 


( 20.4 

'The Sentry is Almighty Wings, 

For Sublidy prepar'd: 

What ſleeping Couch of earthly Kings 
Can boaſt of ſuch a Guard ? 


C2 
Amidſt Night-ſhades that Fear ſuggeſt, 
Amidit f menacing Harms, 
They ly ſecure, whoſe Bed of Reſt 
Is ſtrong e a 
( x2. 
Ye that my bright Aray deſcry, 
| See, lee, his guarded Bed ; 
Where I in Eaſe and Safety ly, 
Beneath his Garment ſpread. 
. 4 a Ver. 


® Help or Aid, i Threatning, 


834 4 Parapbraſe on 


Ver. 9. King Solomon made himſelf a Chariot 
I of the Wood of Lebanon. V. 10. He made ©® 

the Pillars #hereof of Silver, the Bottom * 
rhereof of Gold, the Covering of it of Purple; ® 
the Midſt thereof” being paved with Love for 


_ the Daughters of * : [ 
Ye that, amaz'd at my A 11 
Stand gazing to the Sky, 4 
Come ſee the Engine eminent, = 
By which I mount ſo high. 1 
Lo, here, beſide the reſting Place 11 
And Bed to lay me ſoſt, $ 
Are flving Chariot-wheels of Grace 1 
To bear my Soul aloſt. 1 
Our Solomon, the 8 of Peace, 11 
The King of Zion fam d, 1 
For his Renown, and my Releaſe, 1 
A ſtately Chariot 3 1 
He who for Qt the Bed, | 11 
For Peace who ſet the Guard, ? 
For folemn Pomp and Cavalcade 160 
This glorious r _ 4 
365 5. | ; 
He, congruous to his old Decree, | 7 
Por ſhewing forth his Praiſe, _ 
A Cov'nant firm of Promiſe free 7 | 
Did like a Chariot raiſe. | 
(6. ) | 
None fram*d of Leb'non's fineſt Wood 1 


> By wileit Engineers, F 1 
| | 8 Co 


the Song of Solomon. 
Could equal this, lo gay, ſo good, 
And firm to endleſs Years: 


| » 
be Pillars thereof, for the Eaſe 
7 And Support of the Weak, 
Are precious Silver Promiſes, - 

5 | That will nor N break. 
Its VVortom is a Ground-work ſure 
1 Of pure and ſolid Gold, 
From bankrupt Begg'ry to ſecure, 

From falling thro t uphold. 


'©O 
IN. 


4 9. £1 
Its Cov'ring fate from Sin to ſhroud, 
1 And ſure from Wrath to hide, 
Is Purple Dye, the Scarlet Flood 

2 From Jeſus? wounded Side. 


bh 10. 
For Salem's Race ( bo 2 purblind 
Its outſide Pomp but move) 
The Aiaſt unſeen is pav'd and lin'd 
With Velvet Seats of Love. 
| | E 
He who, to ſhew his Kindneſs freſh 
For human Brats abroad, 


* 


s Came riding in a Car of Fleſh, 
3 The high, the humble God; 


12. 

Now for his Bride a Chariot fair 
Of Goſpel-grace provides; 

In which he couqu'ring ev'ry where 

| And ſhe triumphing rides. 


Ver. 11. Go forth, 0 Daughters of Zion, and 
bebold King Solomon wirf the Crown — 
„5 : | With 


1 * 
172 


86 2A Parapbraſe on | . 
with his Mother crowned him in the Day of 0 
his Eſpouſals, and in the Day of the Glad. 
neſs of his Heart. BE 


Fx 3 7-0 TI 
King Jeſus? Royalties each one, = 
O Ziou's Daughters, ſee - ; Of 


The Bed, the Guard, the Coach, the Co 
Preſented to your Eye. F 


5805 2. 

Behold my King, you'll ſtrange the leſs 
To ſee my bright Aray; 

Tis fit J now appear in Dreſs, 
His Coronation- day. ) 


Go forth in Heart, from earthly Toys, 'Y 
From Self that airy Thing, . - 
From ſinful Pleaſures, dying Joys, 
And lee the living King. - 
| | oC $67 | 
To him whom Mother Zion bore, 
The Crown does appertain : 
His Father to his Mother {wore, 


That . reign. 1 5 
5. ) | k * 
Behold the King, with Wonder deep, 7 


» Whoſe Glory cannot fade, x, 
Jeſus thro* $0/07207 the 'T'ype, Z 
| The Subſtance thro” the Shade. W 1 
| | . | 
Come ſee, believe, Rr, adore, 
NHleav'n-gladning Homage pay, | 
To match his Mother's Crown he wore | 
Upon his Nuptial-day.. 


1 7. J. | 
The Day wherein he bleſt the Earth, 8 
And won his Bride apart, When 


OE PY PER "RY 


the Song of Solomon: 


* 
155 


of Wben ſhe him met with holy Mirth, 


2 


5 


And he rejoic'd 4 Heart. 
3 8.) 
The Saints, who do his Image bear, 
= Proclaim the high Renown 
Of Z7077's King; who deigns to wear 
Their Praiſes as his Crown. 


le: * v7 


pf e 9. 
They act the fond 3 Part, 
In joint applauding Bands; 

he heavnly Babe form'd in their Heart 
Is crown'd with both their Hands. 
oh "Ip e. 
His wedding and his crowning Day 
Z Their pompous ſoys unite ; 
To pourtray him the lovely Way 
7 Where Grace and Grandeur meet. 


e 
e n EEE, n n 
N 2 —— - 6 — 
n r 


77 
* > 


1 . 

Once bound unto the Altar's Horns 

3 A Victim for our Dues, | 

His Head was crown'd with cruel Thorns 

By 's W the eus. 

133 12. 

But Pleaſures now his PC iy, 

And Pomp that ſuits him well, 

is Father's Crown, with ſov'reign Sway 
O'er Heav'n and Earth and Hell. 


|| Motherly, 


| e 


4 
> 
7 

1 

: 

. 

* 
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 CaurisT's Words. 
Ver. 1. Behold, thou art fair, my Love, be- 


hola, thou art fair, thou haſt Doves Eyes 
within thy Locks: Thy Hair is as a Flock of 


+ 
Tn 
3 
tl 
4 
; 
5 
* 
* 
a 


Goats that appear from Mount Gilead. 
MY Love, who lighting. gawdy Fame, | 
| Doſt meekly human Praiſe eſchew, = 
From Zeal to magnify my Name, h 
And give my Royalties racy) Due: 9 
1 | a 2. | 2 
1% Thy Name no Detriment ſuſtains  - 
4 By Travail in commending mine: 1 


For, lo, I now return thy Pains, ” N 
By crowning thee with Praiſe divine. < 


My Truth, that can't the falſe Decoy 
Ol flatt'ring Paraſites approve, - 

Aſſerts, to animate thy 4 : 

Thou art my fair wy 6 Love. . 

. | . 

Lo, thou art fair; lo, . art fair. [ 


Twice over, fair thou art, I fay ; 
My Righteouſneſs and Graces are 
Thy double Robe and bright Aray. Th 


* ö ls 4 


the Song of Solomon. 


Wy | "I 
Tho? thou a ſpotted Leopard, 
A Native Black thyſelf doit (tile ; 


Vet, as a Mark of my Regard, 


Tl count thee free 27 5 N Guile. 
| 6 


| When to a Dog, a Mite; a Gnat, 


Thou doſt thyſelf abas'd compare, 
And call thyſelf a helliſh Brat, 
Ev'n then J fee and call thee fair. 


| "4 

Thy trembling Faith will ſcarcely own 
My Comelineſs that covers thee; 
Behold, behold, twice be it known, 
Thou art all fair in me, in me. 


( 8.) 
I ſee the Beauty of the Dove 
That decks thy Soul without Diſguiſe ; _ 
For there devout Affections move, 


2 Like 'Tuttles coy, yet charming Eyes, 
1 | SJ. * 
So modeſt, humble, pure and chaſt, 


So true and faithful to their Mate; 


On me alone they fix and reſt, 


And all my baſe Corrivals hate. 


10.) 
Thy charming Eyes, vail'd with thy Locks, 
Shew Wiſdom with Sobriety :. . | 


And heav*nly Beauties fineſt Strokes, . 
From nauſeous Oſtentation free. 


| II. | 
Gay, like a comely Hoock 0 Goats 
Browſing on Gilead's ſtately Height, 
Is thine adorning Hair, that notes 
Thy fair Deportment ſhining bright. 


5s 2 Paraphraſe on 
3 | ; I2 


No artful Curls, no pamper'd Hair, 

The ſorry Pride of mortal Clay, i 
Can parallel the heav'nly Air 2 
Of thy well-order'd Walk and Way. | 1 


Ver. 2. Thy Teeth are like a Flock of Sheep 
that are even ſhorn, which came up from the ® 
hig: Whereof every one bear Twins, \; 

and none is barren among them. 1 


( x. ) 
'The World, ſtruck with thy Beauty, may 
Believe thy Entertainment good, 1 
Did they thy Grinders white ſurvey 14 
That daily champ the heav'nly Food. | 


Thy Teeth, the Bread of Life that cull, : 
And eat ſo eager of my Fleſh, 1 
Are Akts of Faith in Number full, 4 

And in their Nature fair and freſh, 


Thy Prieſts, the living Bread who break 
As Nurſes tar the Babes new-born ; 
When by an equal Law they act, 

As evenly Teeth thy Face * 
| py 


/ None does his Fellow overgrow, . 


Diſtorted from his proper Place; 
But all, as equal Grinders, how _ 
Due Pains in teeding Babes of Grace. 
7 ( 8) 

They hold a comely Paritie, 
Nor orderleſs thy Peace moleſt, 
_ o*ertoping Teeth would be 

uming Prelates G er the relt Thine | 


And dropping pureſt Nectar Sips, 


' Dy'd with thy Lord's atoning Blood. 


Outvie their fertile, num*rous Brood. 


There does not in the Flock appear 


And lead their Offfpring bleating home. 


*Thro* me ſo grateful unto God; 


Sweet ſounding in Devotion's Path, 
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zhe Song of Solomon; . 
| ( 6. ET 
Thine active Zeal, yet mild doth keep 


91 
gl 


A ſmooth and juſt Equality; 


Like ev'nly rounded Flocks of Sheep, 
New paſt the acc rate Shearer's Eye. 


J. J. 
Thy Purity exceeds their Fleece 


F | Waſht newly in the Cryſtal Flood; 


Thy Fruits of Holineſs and Peace 


Ove barren, * unprolifick Womb ; 
But all by Twins their Product bear, 


Ver. 3. Thy Tips are like a Threed of Scarles, 
and thy Speech is comely : Thy Temples are 
like a Piece of a Pomegranate within thy 
Locks. 50 | — 8 
bn, 
I view'd thy beauteous moving Lips, 
Commending me to Salem's Race, 


In ſav'ry feeding Words of Grace. 
Thence facred Pray'rs and Praiſe proceed, 
Thy Lips are like a Scarlet Threed 


Theſe balmy Lips with pleaſing Voice 


| beet Salute 
* Unfruitfuh, . FORT x y 


£ 


* * 


92 4 Paraphbraſe on 
Salute mine Ears with lecret Joys; 
And ſpread around a fragrant Breath. 


/ 


. 

Thy Speech, in Prazſe, to my Renown; 
In Pray”r, to ſue the Bliſs from me; 

In ſocial Words, to make me known; 
Shews Grace with comely Gravity. 


C 
Hence Granat-like, thy Temples fair, 
. Tho? vaib'd within thy Locks, appear; 
While ruddy Bluſhes deck thy Pray'r, 
When none but God can ſee and hear. 


6. ) 
From Men thou ith . roh Cneeks, 
Which Scarlet Shame for Sin doth fluſh ; 
Yet, ſpite of Masks, thy Mein detects 
The Beauty of thy holy Bluſh. 


Ver. 4. Thy Neck is like the Tower of David 

_ builded for an Armoury, whereon there hang 

à thouſand Bucklers, all Shielas of mighty 
Men, | ap 


Beſides thy Coral os and Cheeks, 
Thy lofty, tow*ring, Iv*ry Neck, 
Fram'd like a heav*nly Structure, ſpeaks 
The Wiſdom of its Architect. 


2. | 
'This Neck of 3 Faith excells 
King Davia's fair and ſtately Tow'r; 
It holds the glorious Head, and dwells 
Erect upon the Rock of Pow'r. 
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| 3. | 

Ass that was for an Arm'ry built , | 
Of warlike Weapons, ſparkling bright, a 

: | | l ere 


” vn ae Oo ß orgy noon ern ern ee ys — — nh — ; 
= PF, sf .* 9 p Mo 2 wa - * x 8 * * - * 


E : 

N - _——— „ 4 a _ „„ 

3 ö 8 = 22üͤĩ§7ẽũön þ WR ee rn OSA PO OT A Sn Ide I”. 
. 5 8 e "7 — — . Sn EIS — _ : 
N On. n e 0 5 
x ” * . . a eo gs SY ©: ale” - ” 4 — 1 4 

* * 2 
: 


- — Pg TK: » in Ml». 
oY — e n > 
Gs n 2 . 


XS VY fas 


- 
We p . . OR - FR 8 2 8 
WS BE 8 N — cot ec or , 
8 Les 1 r K x „ 0 fs 8 1 5 : 8 
8 n TIAL ts = SS N r 3 „ — x 
6 $38 — n * F 7 3 — e 
4 ga. y - 5 NP % 
4 Y 7 r : Ken oe - 
- *. * b 2 "NY — 
4 bn ” . 


c r 7 
— : nada r 8 3 - 


: : 7. 
Faith joining her almighty King 


Ver. 5. Thy ο Breaſts are like two young Roes 


| Inthee ſuch . Ardour glows, 


the Song of Solomon, 93 
Where hung a thouſand Bucklers gilt, 


All Shields of Men of War and Night: 


So this moſt vig*rous Faith of thine 
More Strength, by building on my Names, 
My Words and Attributes divine, 
'Than many 8 acclaims. 
5. 
Defenſive Arms, in ev'ry Caſe, 
Within this Magazine abound; 
With Weapons of victorious Grace, 
And brazen Bulwarks built around. 


(6. ) 
Thy Neck of Faith affimilates , 
A Towꝰr majeſtick and upright: 
It ſtands renown'd for valiant Feats, 
For bold Exploits and Acts of Might. 


Can, ſpite of Fears, ſecurely dwell; 
And in her Head triumphant ſing 
Defiance to the Gates of Hell. 


that are Twins, which feed among the 
Lilies F, 


„ 
Thy Breaſts of Love reſemble Roes 
Both young, delightful, lovely Twins: 


Both for thy God, and gainſt thy Sins. 


| 2, 
Thou op'neſt frank a twofold Breaſt, 


Two ſacred Teſt'ments, and two Seals; 3 
. 1 Which 1 
® See Chap. vii 3. | 3 
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i] 94 A Paraphbraſe on 
Which to thy Children yield a Feaſt 
Oft heawaly Milk, for daily Meals. 


| 3. 7 
Thine equal Breaſts delightful feed | 
With congruous Milk of ſweet Solace, 
In juſt Proportion to the Need 
Of all the little Babes of Grace. 


64 © 

Among my Flocks, the Bie. feld 
Where I with Pleaſure feed and feaſt, 
Thy wholeſom Converſation yields 

Sweet Nutriment with open Breaſt. 


Nee away, I will get me ug to the Mountain 
of Myrrhe, ana to the Hill of Frankincenſe. 
T heard thy former N Requeſt, 
That I might haſte the Shades away 
Or, during Night, abide thy Gueſt 
Until the Dawn of endleſs Day. 


\( 2. ) 

In mindful Boſom {till I bear _ 
Thy Pray'r, to which, no longer mute, 
As then I bent my liſt' ning Ear, | 

So now I grant thy humble Sute. 


CY 


In Zion Mount my Feet ſhall ſtay, 
And conſtant there I'll lodge with thee, 
Until the Dawn of Glory's Day, 

That Shades of Sin and Sorrow flee. 


| 3 
There will J ſmell the Savour ſweet 
Of ev'ry active Grace and Pray ; 
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Ver. 6. Until abe Day break, and the Shadows 
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Nor Ju | 
Can in thy Robe of Righteouſneſs 


he Song of Solomon. 
For Zion is my choſen Seat, 


And Þ'l reſide for ever there. 
5.9 


Accepted Oft'rings all mature 


\ 
9 4 


In this my holy Hill abound, 


Perfum'd with Myrrhe and Incenſe pure, 
That ſpread their pleaſing Odours round, 


6 
No Spice ſo much achse the Smell 


As daily Incenſe ſmoking there: 


Still therefore ſhall my Spirit dwell 


And lodge within the Houſe of Pray'r. 


- : 7. 
This Mount of 1 Yiu of Myrrhe, 
My preſen: Grace ſhall {till adorn : 1 
Nor thence will I decamp or ſtir, 
Until the glorious 8 nz 


Till to my royal Courts above 
With Sound of Trump I call thee up, 
To conſummate our endleſs Love, 


And drink full Joy's immortal Cup. 


Ver. 7. Thou art all fair, my Love, there is 
2 Spot in thee. p 5 ; $7 
: f To 15 0 

My Love, thou ſeem'ſt a lothſom Worm: 


"Yet ſuch my Beauties are on thee, 


I ſpoke but half thy comely Form ; 
For thou art wholly fair in me. | 
Whole my in perfect Dreſs ; 
ice ſtern, nor fiery Law 
Diſcern the ſmalleſt Spot or Flax. 
3 fe Tea, 
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96 A rn 0 
| 3. 
Yea, ſanctify'd in ev'ry Part, 
4 Thou to Perfection doſt incline : 
1 And I thee judge by what thou art 
| In thy Deſire and my Deſign. 
| \ | | | ( + } TY 
Pair Love, by Grace compleat in me, 
| Beyond all mortal beauteous Brides, 
No Spot nor Blemiſh ſullies thee, 
But what my Purple Velture hides. 


Ver: 8. Come * with ze from Lebanon, my 
Spouſe, with ine from Lebanon: Look from 
rie Top of Amana, from the Top of Shenir and 
Hermon, from the Lions Deus, from the 
Monntains of Leoparas. = 


ME #1 | F 
Fair Conſort, did I thee betroth.? ö 
Spouſe, did I get thy Heart and Hand? 
TL urge thee by thy Marrijage-oath 
Now to regard my kind Command, 
SE 2. 
Come, come with me from Lebanon, 
This Mount of Pride and Vanity: 
Faith's Object, Things unſeen, unknown, 
More ſuit thy heav'nly Pedigree. 


3 8 - FO | | 
Come from this World's bewitching Heights, / 
5 0 let thy De Pe Soul eget i = 
The pompous Fopp'ries, gay Delights 
And Idols of thy native State. 2 5 


e 
Are mortal Pleaſures worth thy Stay, 4 
Or flying Shadows, dying Toys, When 


* The Words here may be read by Way of Promi b rhou 
walt come with me, 2 8 f iſe, 


WKY WV 


e thy Neck, © 


1 Song of Solomon: | 97 
When I invite thy Heart away 
To ſhare immortal ſolid Joys? 


CRF: 
Buy Faith look from Amana's Top, 
= From lofty Shenir, Hermon fair; 


Thence over Jordan look with Hope 
To Zion, where my 7 are.” - 

Let me alone poſſeſs thy Heart, 

Leave ev'ry dang'rous Lion's Den, 
From theſe wild Leopard-hills depart, 
The Place of furious Beaſts and Men. 


n 
All worldly Joys are overweight 


With Mountains of vexatious Care, 
And under gawdy Pleaſures hide 
Some ghaſily and deſtructive Snare. 


CR 20 
Let blinded Moles in earthen Hills 
Their mould ring Portion fond purſue, 


And lick the Duſt that never fills; 
Bid thou the Mole-hill Earth, Adieu. 


Spe: bop HO 
Tll thee to higher Bliſs exalt, 


To joy for ever with thy Lord: 


Come, come thou muſt, and come thou ſhale, 
My Promiſe be thy drawing Cord. 


Ver. 9. Thou haſt + raviſhed my Hs art, my 


Siſter, my Spouſe; thou haſt raviſnes my 


Heart with one of thine Eyes, with one Chain 


| Say 7 | 5 | Thy } 
Or taken away my Heart. 1 
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Thus {u'd by Promiſes and Calls; 
Becauſe my vanquiſht Heart on Fire 
A Captive to thy Beauty falls. 


A 2. | 

I cannot ſee with Pleaſure, Love, 
Thy Feet on diſtant Mountains roam 
Nor can reſt, until above 

My Heav'nly Palace be thy Home. 


8 
I do, my Spouſe 1 Siſter dear, 
Own unaſham'd my Brotherhood; 


Is both by Marriage and by Blood. 


| 4. | 
Sith then my Father's alſo thine, 
In's Love thou haſt a filial Part; 
And ſuch an ample Share in mine, 
I'm hardly Maſter of my Heart. 
To thee I bear a Love intenſe, 
And high ev'n to the laſt Degree: 
wr Thou, in effect, by Violence 
«| | |  - Haſt rapt my Heart away from me. 
Wl 1 E 6 £ 


Ol all created Beauties brave 
Eer faſhion'd by my Divine Hand, 
None like thy comely Graces have 
Oer my Affections ſuch Command. 


5 n 
One Glance of thy believing Eye, 
One golden Chain of thy fair Neck, 
Part of thy Form has raviſh'd me; 


[ 


| | "i 
l Thy Fellowſhip's my fond Deſire, 


4 


"i 


We're doubly ſib, our Kindred near 


© 


How muſt ti Whole my Heart affect? 
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Thy pow'rful Faith and Love detains 
My 1 entrapt, and yet enlarg'd, 
With ſtrong Delights and pleaſing Chains, 
I'm overcome, Pm overcharg'd. PBL: 


Ver. 10. How fair is thy Love, my Siſter, 
my Spouſe ? how much better is thy Love 
than Wine? ana the Smell of thy Ointments, 
than all Spices? e 


1 (1. 
* Dear Relative, thou in whoſe Veins 
My Blood and Spirit runs always, 
Bound to my Heart by various Chains, 
I muſt proceed to ſpeak thy Praiſe. 
How fair! how grateful unto me 
Are all thy precious Fruits of Love ! 
Thy Love beyond Compare I ſee, 
And with enamour'd 4 approve. 
| | Zo 
My Divine Love was in thine Eye 
Preferr'd to Wine of choiceſt Sort: 
And, not to be behind with thee, 
Fl now the Praiſe of thine report. 


” e ä 
Thy Love excels the richeſt Wine 
That chears the Heart of Man apace; 


For, lo, this fervent Grace of thine 
Can ev'n the Heart of God ſolace. 


; ) 
No Wine of Orin Fat. pour'd out 
Did ever ſuch Acceptance win, , 
As does thy ſhining Life without, 
That flows from burning Love within. 
| ER... TS 
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All Graces ſweet thy Love attend, 
Which in my Blood Acceptance find, 
And forth their fragrant Odours ſend, 
Like Ointment of _ pureſt Kind, 


4+ 5, 
The holy Unction pour'd on thee T- 
Yields to my Heart a ſav'ry Feaſt, Be 
And ſmells more * redolent tome 
'Than all the Spices of * Eaſt. 
| ; ( : 

As Streams unto their Spring reflow, 
Jo me is thy perfum'd Recourſe: 

J call thee fair, who made thee ſo ; 
My Love's of thine the living Source. 


155 9. | 

'Thy Love's my due, LEA of old 

Wy th' Sons of Men were my Delights; 

1 joy'd in Loves I ſhould behold, 

And now am Te; * Sights. 

10. 

Heart- piercing Love of ancient Riſe 
In me thou didſt ſo much ingroſs; _ 

The Wounds of Love made me deſpiſe 
The Wounds and Torments of the Croſs. 


Ver. 11. Thy Lips, O my Sponſe, drop as the | 
Hony- comb: Hony and Milk are under thy | 
Tongue, and the Smell of thy Garments 1s 
like the Smell of Lebanon. | 5 


L 
O Spouſe, thy Love Eich "EPO 
Is intermixt in Word and Walk; 
My Tongue takes Pleaſure to expreſs 5 
How I approve thy heav'nly Talk. Drops 
* Sepect or ſavoury, | 


8 
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the Song of Solomon. 10 


Drops from thy Lips diſtilbd, with Eaſe, 
To fainting Souls more Sweetneſs yield, 
Than Hony-combs which buſy Bees 
Have gather'd from the flow'ry Field. 


3 Fe 

Both Canaan's Bleſſings le below _ 

Z Thy pleaſant and inſtructive Tongue: 

Por thence do Milk and Hony flow, 

To feed and to refreſh thy Young, 
Thy Heart {till- with thy Tongue agrees, "1; - 
To fill the ſweetly lowing Tide, | bi 
And ſhew thou art, without Diſguiſe, 
My truly fair and fertile Bride. 


| 2) - 
Such is thy wonted holy Strain, 
That ſweet refreſhing Pleaſures load 
Thy Language in Diſcourſe with Men, 
And in Devotion 7 2s 55 | 
. 6. 35 , , Y 
Cloth'd with my Righteouſneſs, thy Smell | 
Is like a Field that God has bleft: ng 
But join'd with this, to deck thee well, 
A Robe of ſav'ry Grace thou haſt. 


e And hence abroad thy Savour flies 
In Works devovt, and Practice fair, 
Which Lebanon's Perfume outvies, 
That ſcents the f circum- ambient Air. 


Wa TS 


As there, ſweet-ſmelling Trees and Flow'rs 
Did, fann'd with gentle Gales, abound; 
5 I Surrounding. 
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1 Preſerv d from Vrlence and Abuſe. 
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A Spring, diffuſin Cryl Streams, 
Does high amidit the C 


That thence the Bleſſing Heav'n commands | 
Abroad in wholeſom Rills may run, 
And flowing Streams o'er diſtant Lands. 


For. hungry Souls immortal Food; 


On thirity Ground a chearing Flood. 
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16 4 Parapbraſe on 

Thy Goſpel-Walk delightful pours 

To God and Man, ſweet Odours round. 

Ver. 12. A Garden incloſed is my Sifer, my 
Spouſe : A Spring ſout up, a Fountain ſealed. 

My Bride's a Garden of Solace, 


Where pleaſant Fruits and Flow'rs abound ; | 

A ſacred Spot, inclos'd by Grace, 

Securely fenc'd and walFd around. | 
2. | 

From common Earth ſequeſtrate quite, 

Reſerva for my peculiar Uſe; 

And, by my providential Might, 


. / 


rden {well ; | 3 | 
Shuc up from ſultry hurtful Beams 
And ftruggling Feet would taint the Well. 


K 
A Fountain ſeal'd for Secrecy, | 
T' enhanſe the Worth ot Bliſs unſeen: 


For Shelter and Security, | 
To keep the Waters pure and clean. 


ot 


My privy Seal was ſtampt thereon, = 


6, 
As me the Father ſeal'd, to ſpread 
So Zicu's Springs are ſeal'd, to ſhed 


: 5 er. 
a | 5 


j 


Ver. 13. Thy Plants are an Orchard of Pome- 


| Amidſt ſuch fructifying Streams. 


* Sweet, to delight the Taſte and Smell; 
| Farr, to ſalute th* enamour'd Eyes. 


* A fruitful Soil, a.wholeſom Air; 
And heaw'nly Sap which I convey 


tze Song of Solomon; 183 


granates, with pleaſant Fruits, Camphire 
with Spikenard, Ver. 14. Spikenard and Saf- 

fron, Calamus and Cinnamon, with all Trees - 
of Frankiucenſe, Myrrhe and Alves, with. 
all the chief Spices. | 1 


TO *. 
Sweet Fruits all flouriſhing around 

My water'd Garden well beſeems ; 
Which cannot prove a barren Ground, 


| 2, 
Thy Plants of Grace do parallel = 
Ar, Orchard rich with loaded Trees ll 


„„ fergie | 
Here *Granates young —* Camphire grow, 
Here Trees of Spice and Incenſe bloom, 
Nard, Cinnamon, Myrrhe, Aloes blow 
With fanning Gales a rich Perſume. 


Here num' rous Plants with fragrant Scent, 
And ſweeteſt Odours ſpreading round, 
All in their Nature excellent, | 

And various in their Kind, abound. 


* | - 
'Thy blooming Plants of Ky diſplay * 
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Makes all the Planting freſh and fair. 
| N 


Wild Nature's Soil could ne er produce | 
Such Trees as here immortal ſtand _ -.- 
75 For 


- * 


or ſpecial Pleaſure, ſpecial Uſe, 
All planted by my Father's Hand. 


Ver. 15. A Fountain of Gardens, a Well of li- 
ving Waters, and Streams from Lebanon, 
1. 8 
Thy pleaſant Garden's blooming Plants 
All others far in Worth excel; 
For Heav'n, to thine indulgent, grants 
The Waters of Salvation's Well. 


Pg 
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T4 $46 2. | 
This Fountain open, full and nigh, 
Makes Plants their vital Vigour yield. ; 
Vea, neighb'ring Gardens does ſupply, \ 
And water each adjacent Field. 
Thy Graces frank their | uice convey, 
In Manner not as ſhallow Pails ; 
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But living Springs, that Night and Day 1 
Flow to betrelh le lowly Vales 81 8 ? 
1 3 FF 1 
Such is thy lib'ral flowing Mind, 1 
| Nor are (with churliſh Penurie) - 
3 Thy Bleſſings to thy Banks confin'd, TREE 
| But free and common as the Ses. MW « 
li IB 65.9 | | =. 
| My quickning Spirit, freely ſhed, 
j That Zion's Banks may overflow, _ f 
| The River is, whole Streams do glad g 
And make the young Plantation grow. . 1 


The Well of Water running o'er 
Here ſtays, the Current to maintain ; 
And ſprings up to eternal Glore, 
As Rivers haſten to the Main. Not 
4 0 


li- 


. 67. 
Not For a0z Cwell'd. om 1 
o ſtately rolls her noble Tide; 


| 8 — 'ſt ſo largely AY commend, 


tbe Song et Solomon, 1053 


As Cryſtal Rivers from the Throne 
In State thro Zion Sr glide. 95 


V | 
Thy Rills of Grace Self-glory ſhun, | | 
Return and own their Spring's in me: 


As Garden ſtreams from thence muſt run, 


And pay their Tribute to the dea. 


The Cavsca's Words. 


Ver. 16. Awake, O North wind, ang come, thou 
South, blow upon my Garden, that the Spices 
thereof may - flow out: Let my Beloved come 
into his Garden, and eat his pleaſant Fruits. 

(.) 

In ample Praiſe, my King I hear 

Make worthleſs me his royal Theme; 

But with a ſtunn'd, aſtoniſh'd Ear, 

I fink into the Duſt - Shame. 


2.9 
What humbling FR rad he performs}. 
On Inſects vile his Picture draws ; 


Then makes the deſpicable Worms 


The * of his. 8 , « 


Lord, if I be a Garden "i 1 5 
On thee the Praiſe muſt wholly land: 1 5131 
For all the v rdant Graces there 


| Are Plants of thy. ar Ag Hand. 


8. 0 


The ſpicy Fruits thou dock approv e, 
Are 


10 of A Paraphraſe on 
Are Bloſoms for tny fruitful Love, i 
And on thy Breathings all depend. 1 ; 


| K 
They quickly languiſh, fade and die; 
They ceaſe to bud, they ceale to flow, 
And ſapleſs, ſcentleſs, fruitlefs lie, 
Unleſs tay quickning Spirit blow. 


Awake, O heav'nly Wind and come, . 
Excite the Spices of the Vale; , 
Blow on this Garden of Perfume 5 Js 
A rouſing Breath, ing Fas £ 1 


i 

On Zion's Sons, O Sp'tit divine, 
Pour Gifts and Graces large abroad; 
Her Paſtors, by Perſumes of thine, 
Be made a Savour ſweet to God. 


* 
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| „ 3 
Sharp Gales from biting Kon command, 
To rouſe the dormant Seeds of Grace: 
Then warming South's ſoſt Wings expand, 
To make the Spices'flow apace. | + 
From ev*ry Point, O mighty Winds, | 
Come, blow a'freſh new Pentecoſt : 
That blinded, Atheiſtick Minde 
May know there is N 3 
5 | „ x. Qs 
O let my beſt Beloved come, 
And ſpread the Garden-area'broad 
With choiceſt Fruits of rich Perfume, 
Moſt ſweet and grateful * God. 
l 11.) | 
My Garden's his (in all its wig 00 Fl 
; The Life, the Sap, the Branch, the Root; 
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1 the Song of Solomon. 107 
The Product whole to him accrues, 
Who plants and N. all the Fruit. 

f - +36) SIX } art 6 
Come, elſe the Banquet cannot ſtand ; - 
Come, bring with thee thy pleaſing Treat, | 
The Fruits of thy laborious Hand, 
And Garden-toil with bloody. Sweat. - 


1 Or ſportey thus: 

> ” 1. 4 | | } 
Am the Garden He n can own, © * 
Where living Waters flow, 


As Cryſtal Rivers trom the Fhrone S 
To make the Planting grow ? 
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O heav'nly Wind, awake and come, 
Blow all thy gracious Gales 
On this my Garden of Perſume, 
Elſe all its 1 _ 
; 3 8 
O Divine Spirit, from above 
My with'ring Heart inſpire, 
And raiſe, by various Forms of Love, 
As various Wants require. 


Loet Northern Breezes fill my Sails 
With ſharp convincing Grace: 
Then, from the South, refreſhing Gales 
Reſume their joyful Place. 


Make all the Spices flow abroad, 
All Graces active here, © 
centertain my Lord and, God, 
Faith, Love and Joy appear. 
| TR "hs 
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108 4 A Paraphraſs on 


Let my as his 8 feet 
Now to his Garden grant, 0 5 

To taſte his pleaſant Fruits, and 66 | 
: What he _ did 21: | 1 


C H 1 
Carisrt's Words. 5. 1 


Ver. 1. I am cages in to my Garden, my Siſter, 
my Spouſe; ] have gathered my Myrrhe with 
any Spice, I have eaten my Hony-camb with 
any Hony, I have arunk my Wine with' my 
Milk: Eat, O Friends, arink, Lea, arink 
abundantly, 0 2 | 

; 5 
1 Love, in Anſwer to thy Pray'r, 
I'm here at thy Rec . 
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= |. And ready both to give and. 
| 5 The Pleaſu e of 17 Fealt. 
| þ 
| 


GED 


1! I'm come, my Spouſe way Liſter dear, 
1 I'm to my Garden come 
To gather up my Spice and Myrrhe, 
3 I'm pleas'd Roe Pres 122812 
My Graces reliſh like 6.x" 
| Of Hony, Milk and Wine; | 
I make myſelf a welcome Gueſt, 1: 
| The Fruits are mine and thine. | 3 
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zhe Song ot Solomon. 109 


(4 ) 
Eat, drink, O Friends, "whom I approve, + 
I allo welcome you; | 
Yea, drink Abundance of my Love, 
Full Freedom I allow). 


(29 


Your fainting Spirits here fette 


With Plenty ſpread abroad, 
The Grace and Love, the Blood and Fleſh. 
Of your e * + 
Not ele& Angels ever ſhare - Hg D 
Such ſtrange and matchleſs Food, 


_ 


They fealt on their Creator's Care, 


Not your Redeemer” . Blood. 


The Cnunch's Words. 


Ver. 2. I Heep, but my Hears waketh : It is 
the Voice of my Beloved that knockethy ſay- 
ing, Open to me, my Siſter, my Love, any 
Dove, my Unaefiled: For my Head is wet with 
Dew, aud my Looks With the _ +1 ths | 


N Sb. 


The Heart of Jeſus Kind J ſee, Wb. 


But mine ungrateful fails ; 


T'wo Natures are at Odds in me, r 
And oft the wy TRY > 
Both fleeping Fleſh T bave, that reſts 
In Sloth unto my Same; 5 
And waking Grace, that till proteſts volt ! 
Again the lazy Frame. | 


r 232 


10 4A raſe on 
1 ; 


. . 
Hence, tho' I ſleep, I at my Heart 
Some inward Knocking hear; 
Tis Jeſus Voice, his loving Dart 
Thus wounds my 0 
1 83 
Come, open, my u ted Dove, 
„ Thy Heart | bold find. Ee” 
e Awake, my Siſter; riſe, my Love, 
«© Let in thy deareſt Friend. 


2 
ee Wrath's mid-night Show r bedew'd my Locks, 
*© Storms on my Head did blow: 
ee Wilt thou onkindly {light my Knocks | 
| e Who ſufter'd for m ſo, 
3 PIE 6. 
e And now ſtand e atiently 
* « To give the purchaſt Good, 
At preſent ready to apply 
_ _*\ © The Bleſſings of my Blood ? 


Ver. z. T have put off my Coat, bow hall I put 
it an d I have. waſhed my Feet, how ſhall 1 
 aefite them? "2 on 
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I. 
When thus in moſt indearing Terms 
Kind Jeſus knock'd and cry'd, 
My Heart, reſiſting heav*nly Charms, 
On Bed of ns” _ pry: 
xi 7 | 
e My Clothes are off, my Nap is ſweet, 
e How ſhall T riſe andreſt 2 Ee 
e How ſhall I ſtain my new-waſht Feet? 
„ Excuſe me, let me reſt. X 
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3 
My Non-admiſſion/ of ti e 0 
His holy Spirit vet: 
* Anſwer for my Lazinels 0 ot 


Ver. 4. My Beloved * 15 57 Hand 3 Hole 
of the Fog \and N Eee were N 
1 5 1 15 6 
7 When 1 ſo — h 
„ Acceſs to my Belov'd, 1. 
Another kindly d Way he us'd, | 
Which my 5 mov'd.,. 


Tho? I bis Word Nr flis ght, | | 
.* Yet, ere I was Weh 8 { 
His: Spirit by reſiſtleſs Might oo 4 
Did kindly draw the Bar. l 4 
dd W N 4 n x 
He, to unbolt the De put in | 
His gracious Hand of Pow'r: 
Then did his Love upbraidemy Sin, 
And melt my; Bowels fore. 
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Ver. 5. 1 10 ” open 70 my Beloved 5 1 5 
Hands dropped ok Myrrhe, and my Fin- 
gers with ſweets melling Nr Oo" he 
Handles of the Lock. 2 5 


5 

bow long he flood, 8 oft he knock'd, | , 
How patient Who can tell? 

What Drops of Grace on th“ Entry lock d 
From his ſweet Fingers fell e | 


r 5 a 
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At 


4 Or in me, 


ant A Parapbraſe 0 n 


At length I roſe from off my Bed, 380 

| My drowſy Bed of Sloth, b 
To open to my Spouſe, who had 

My ſolemn * Aide 


Soon by the wet Lock-handles-were 5 
My Fingers moiſtned much, $4. - 
And ſweetly dropt with Oil of Ae „ 


Leſt by his 1 Touch. 5 4 


His r Sp? rit been broke, (x 
And heal'd my dull Diſeaſe ;  -: 

As dropping Oil that makes the Lock 
Soon yield = ope with Eaſe. 


Ver. 6. J 3 to my. s but 1 „ Belews 4 
Dad witharawn himſec,, and was gone: My | 
Hear: failed when he ſpake. I ſought him, 
but T could not find him; ; 4 Ns eps yy but 4 
Be gave me 710 LITE" WE 


. ). 
I op'ned fraight to my Below, 
Expecting his Embrace 
But, ah, from thence he had remoy'd 
And juſtly hid his _ oY 940% 1\ 


Mine aking Heart did 156 colle& + 
| His Words that gave the. Wound, 

And, wailing fore my baſe Neglect, 

Away my Spirit hon vga ö 
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With great Perplexity I age; 
| But him I could not find; erred 
I calld, but, ah, no Anſwer got, | OL 
To eaſe my reſtleſs Mind. © © $0 
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the Song of Solomon. 


[by] 
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4. 
E much my former Slothfulneſs 
| To preſent Damage turn'd ; 
| In Grief I doubled mine Addreſs, 
1 Vet ſtill his Abſence mourn'd. 


4 | Ver. 1. The Watchmen that went about the City 

* found me, they ſmote me, they wounded me; 

rhe Keepers of rhe Wall took away my Vail 

5 | Fr 0172 que. 

1 When I. in private Means, with Care 
"- "Had ſought, but ſought in vain ; 

I try'd his public * Courts, but there 

Red oubled was my Pain. 


( 2.) 
| Kind Paſtors formerly hed? ©" 
My Caſe with ä "Fs 
But now I met with ſuch a rul'd 
With Force and Cruelty *. 


( 3-) 
fl Untender Watchmen, _ their ae 
0 In open Streets, me got, 
þ Amid me with many Wounds, 
1 And without 1 ph ſmote. 
4 
( They hurt my Name, my Head, my Crown, 
And ſore reproach'd my Zeal ; 3 
Wall- Keepers rude thus beat me down, 
And tore away 1. Vail. 


| hy fair Profeſſion they efa 'd, 
Nor did my i ot hide; 


Eck. xxxiv. 4; 
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114 "”"= Para phraſe n 
A lung Harlot I Was 1 
And not a loving Bride. 


Ver. 8. I charge you, O Daughters of Nuß 7 


lem, if ye find my Belovea, Tha Je tell him 0 
that T am ſick of 3 4 
I 5 

O Salem's Race, when Watchmen wound, 1 
Won't ye mote Favour ſhew ? 5 

What Pity can't with them be found, . 
May I with 39%, * 
) 7 


I want my Souls beloved One, 
None elſe can give me Eale :, 
Tm fick of Love; Oh is there n none 
To tell him my Diſeaſe? 
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(6 3˙2 
His e from my Soul is Death; 
O, if ye find his Grace, 
I charge you with my dying Breath 
To repreſent my Caſe. 


The Companions W, lk 


Ver. 9. What is thy Beloved more than another 
Beloved, O rhou faireſt among Women? What 
7s thy Beloved more than another Nene. 
that thou doſt ſo charge 135 ? 

Fair Lover, thou who dolt to us 

Thy moaning Speech. direct, 13 

Whoſe ſhining beauteous A. ca 5 1 by! 

Commands our bien! delpect; . 
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2 
7 
; 


The Object does thy 1 engage, „ W 
We e by viewing thee, Muſt 


la- 
n, 


the Song of Solomon. - IT 5 
Muſt ſurely be ſome Perſonage 2 g 


Of very high Degree. 


3. | 
What's thy Belov'd ? pray let us know, 
For whom thou art ſo fad, 


And giv'ſt ſuch ſolemn Charge, as tho? 


He not an Erb! had, 
+ 
Thou faireſt Beauty, can't *thou ſee. 
His Match when he removes ? 
* what alluring Charms has he 
Beyond all other Loves? 


The Caxvrcn's Words. 


Ver. 10. My Beloved is white and ach, 5 the 
j Chrefeſt aun T. en N 


If why I love my Jeſus ſo 

The wondring World enquire, 
My Grounds are ſuch as, did they know, 

| Their Hearts by ws alſo fire. 
So 

O there is no Belov'd like mine! 

He's white and ruddy both; 
All human Beauties, all divine 

His glorious Perſon clothe. 


(3.0 
White in his Natures wh deſcry 4, 
From ev'ry Blemiſh free; 
And ruddy in his Garments dy'd 
With Blood he ſhed for me. 


( 4 
Was he not Red but 95 White, 


The Lily not the Roſe, He 


1 Or standard bearer. 
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116 A Paraphraſe on 
He might ſuffice the Angels Sight ; 
But I am none of thoſe, 


3 1 
Was he not White but only Red, 
A Suff'rer for his Sin, | 
His Blood would reſt upon his Head, 
Nor could Þ joy therein. 


: | 6, 
But here's my Joy and Confidence 
Both mixt I ſee by Faith, 
The Whiteneſs of his Innocence, 
The Redneſs of his Death, 
Since for my Sin he bore Diſgrace, | 
Who yet from Sin was free; 
'T his makes his white and ruddy Face 
A Beauty meet 15 Is 
The Chief of Chiefs, beyond Compare, 
Immanuel, God-Man — 
Among Ten thouſand Enſigns fair 
Triumphant leads the Van. 


To him celeſtial Throngs, 
Then thouſand Saints and Angels ſing, 
With Rapture on 50 Tongues 4 
| „ 85 
Created Wiſdom cannot ſcan 
The Root of Jeſſes Rod, 5 
Nor ſpeak the Greatneſs of the Man, 
The Grandeur of the God. 


rom mn 
* 
„ ——— 


| ( 9. 
To him the Heav'ns their Homage bring, 


Ver. 11. His Head is as the moſt fine Cold, bis 
Locks are buſpy and Black as @ Raven, 
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the Song of Solomon. 117 


His Head which once was crown'd with Thorns, 


And where all Wiſdom dwells, 


A Crown of Glory bright adorns, 


which fineſt Gold excells. 


2. ) 


So firm, ſo bright, ſo eminent, 


And durable for ay, 


Is his extenſive Government, 


And univerſal Sway. | : 


[ = os 
- i Black as a Rav'n's his EOS Hair ' 


And busky Locks ; a Mark, 


That ſtill his Age is freſh and fair, 


His Counſels deep and dark. 


| 64. 
Beauties of Youth and Age agree 


To deck his awful Sway; 


Fair Youth without Inconſtancy, 


Full Age without Decay: 


| Ver. 12. His Fyec are as the Eyes of Doves by 


the Rivers of Waters, uaſbed with Milk, 
and * fitly ſet. | 5 | 5s 


I. 
His Dove-like Eyes moſt bright appear 
Like theſe the Brooks have wet, 
Or milky Streams have moiſtned clear, 
Like Diamonds fitly ſet, 


2. 
His ſparkling Eyes with piercing Sight 


De'erſee the Shades of Death; 


A Inſpecting Secrets of the Night, 


And ſearching Hell beneath, He 
® Fitly placed, and ſet as a precious Stone in the Foil of 
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The vital Savour of his Word 


119 A Parapbraſe on 
„„ F  _-, 
He with his fix'd and ſteady Eyes 
Beholding diſtant Parts, 


Both Deeps of Divine Counſels ſpies, 
And Deeps of human Hearts. 


(4. 
Behold both Loſtineſs and "FO 
In his omniſcient Eye; 


The Eagle temper'd with the Dove, 


With Meekneſs, Majeſty. 


Ver. 1 3. His Cheeks are as a Bed of Spices, at 
* ſweet Flowers, his Lips like Lilies arop- 
ing fweer-ſmelling Myrrhe. Fn, 


$ I. 
His roſy Cheeks a Bed of Flow'rs 


Still tow'ring up Perfume; 
Or Spices that with Summer-Show'rs 
Their ſweetelt Scent reſume. _ 


e | 
Theſe very Cheeks be once reſign d 
Io them that pluckt the Hair, 
Moſt ſweetly to th* enlightn'd Mind 
Refreſhing Vertue ſhare. 


His Lips, reſembling Lily-blooms, 
Drop ſav'ry Words of Grace, 


Like Oil of Myrrhe with fine Perfumes, 


To ſuit a fainting Caſe. 


(4 ) 
The balmy Drops his Lips afford 
Give Life to Sons of Death: - 


| Reſtores expiring Breath. 


* Towers of Perfume. 
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the Song of en 1 19 


Ver. 14. His Hands are as Gold Rings ſet 
with the Beryl: His f Belly is as oright 
Ivory overlaia Wt ” KY pen 

11 
is Hands are fairer to behold, 
'Tho? once naiPd to the Tree, 

Than Beryls ſet in Rings of Gold; 

; So rich in Bounty's he. 

1 ( 2. * 

| His Operations mighty, vaſt, 

: No Mortal underitands ; 1 
For all the Works of God have paſt 
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| ö Thro' theſe his Joe Hands. 1 
as 1 
No Ivy ſine ſo bright is found 1 

With Sapphires overlaid, is 


As Bowels of Compaſſion round 
Do gild his F Side. 
463 .- 
| The Love 6 his 8 twines] | E 
Still firm; without Decay, 
In Inſtances unnumber d ſhines 
With {parkling bright Aray. 


| Ver. 15. His Legs are as Pillars of Marble, 
* ſer upon Sockets of fine Gold. His Counte- 
iz mance is as Lebanggs, excellent as the Cedars. © 


I. His Legs like Marble Pillars ſtand „ 
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i On Golden Sockets fine; 77 {4 
50 firm's the Throne of bis . I = 
© 50 ev'n his Paths Divine. 5 | 1B 


tor Bowels, the ſame Word as in * Gi * 


| 2. 
His ſtately Steps, hal lead Way, 
His ſtable Kingdom, proves 
He's ſolid Gold, not mould*ring Clay 
Like fading m_— Loves, 
His Countenance more 1 is 
Than Lebanon by far; 
More excellent than all its Trees 
And ſtately Cedars are. 
: „„ 
So high, ſo eminent is he, 
That in his Perſon ſhine 
The Glories of the Deity, 
With Majeſty Divine. 


Ver. 16. His Mouth is moſt ſweet: E. ea, || be is 


+ altogether lovely. 


LL) - 
Lo, his bleſt kat due once did taſte 
The bitter Gall for me, | 
With Charms divinely ſweet is grac'd, 
Unto the laſt Degree. 


2. 
Grace pour'd into his Lips, alwa 
Bow thence ſo (news run 1 
They ſhare the Father's Grace for ay 
Who do but _ Son. 
His Mouth a triple ders, 
A Word, a Smile, a Kiſs; 
And rote Doom to daſh their Sports 
| Whoſe Lips profane the Bliſs, 


I} He is all Deſires. 
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3 (4. ). 
How hard, tho ſweet, this limning Task! 
T faint, I muſt ſuccumb, N 
He is (if what he is, you ask) 
All over Loves, in Sum. 


| ( 5.) 5 
How weak my Tongue his Glory ſings; 
Which drowns Seraphic Art; 


He's all deſiderable Things, 


And Charms in K 5 
2 FEE 
Adoring Heav'ns his Name confeſs 


The Infinite unkniown, 
And in created human Dreſs 
The uncreated ONE. 


Their Tongues that do his Glory ſpeak} 


In loud and lofty Lays, 
For higher Notes are {till to ſeek, 
And never reach his Praiſe. 


q J ( 8.) 
I wrong his Name with Words fo faint; 


Nor half his Worth declare: 
Can finite Penſils ever paint 
The infinitely Fair > · 


— This is my Beloved, this is my Friind; 


O Danghters of Jeruſalem. 
| 4. 

My Union to bis Parlor dear 
Bears ſuch ſubſtantial Bliſs ; 
All mortal Loves and Frietdfhips here 

Ate but the _ this. 
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122 | 4 1 Per dec. on 
2. 


Whatever ſweet Relations be 
Mong Creatures great or ſmall, 

There's infinite Diſparity | 
Between him and them all. 


Yet how much in iel If he W155 

So much he is to me: 1 1fl 
For he is mine, and I am , 
And evermore ſhall be. 


(4) 
The more I hold his 8 ſorth, 
Or would his Name unſold; 


The more incomparable Worth 
I ſtill in him behold. Y 


Now this, Oo Salem 8 "5 
This is my Love, my Friend ; 
Search Heav'n and Earth, but ſure am 'S 
His Match you'll never find, 
(06. 
Jour Queſtion far exceeds my Reach, 
What's thy Beloy'd ? ſaid ye: 5 
His Praiſe defeats my fault' ring 1 3. 
But ( pray * Come aud See. 


F ;he Song of Solomon 123 
arrest kg fü 
| CHAP. VE. 

| 7 he Ct ompanions IW ords.. 


li Ver. x. Whither is thy Beloved gone, o rhou ; 
* faireſt among Nomen? whither is thy Belo- 
.- gone 4; 4e? that 206 may ſeek him _ 
\ 2þee. 


1 8 U CH glorious Things are told by thee 
3 About thy matchleſs Mate; 
His Seekers too we fain would be, 

And ſhare thy 7225 State. 


|. Thy holy Walk and Talk i is ſuch, 

45 Tb Countenance ſo fair, 

; We think whom thou commend'ſt ſo much 
| Muſt be e Com * 


O where is thy dete gone? 

FTbou faireſt of thy Kind, . 

P, © So happy in that glorious One _ g 
* n whom thou ſetꝰſt thy Mind. 

3 4. 

Where is he gone? Pray let us know 

|} What Place frequents he moſt > 

5 That we in Queſt of him may 80, 


Nor find our Travel loſt. 
Q z : The 
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1% A Paraphraſe m 


The Chugch's Words. 
Ver. 2. My Beloved is gone down into his Gar- 
den, to the Beds of Spices, to feed in the | 
Gardens, and io gather Lilie. 
Lo, my Belov?d, tho” he enthron d + 
In Glory keeps his Place, 11 
Net here below is to be ſound 1 
II Gardens of his Grace. + 
He plants, he waters ev'ry Tree, Fl 

— His Bleſſing makes them ſpring ; 4 


Then gladly comes he down to ſee 
What rich Increaſe they bring. 


| 3. 
_ He walks amon rh icy Beds, 
Where Ardmaticks flow ; ' 
And in his young Plantation feeds, 
Wbere Fruits delicious grow. 


5 8 ( 4. | 
He gathers there his choſen Crop 3 
Of Lilies without Toil; 

And, when full ripe, he picks them up, 

15 To deck his fairer —_ 155 


* 


Tb Aſſemblies of his growing Saints > 
Are ſtill his chief Repair: | 
Whoe'er his gracious Preſence wants, ih 
May ſeek with Succels there. : 


Ver. 3. I am my Beloved's, and my Beloved | 

is mine: He feegeth among the Lilies. "oP ö 
r POE gy, 
Sve, Chap, ii. 16. this more largely explain'd. 


* : a * P 4 


Solomon: 

3 | VET I. 3 
Tho now my Lord from me abſcond, . 
: Yet judge him not unkind: 
2 TIn's Temple oft I have him found, 
And hope again to find. | 


2. 
And, tho from me to Sezſè he hides, 
My Faith holds fait his Name: 
Mine Int'reſt in him firm abides, 
Il will not quit 7 Claim, 
| | Z* | 
He has my warmeſt Love ingroſt, 
And J poſſeſs his Heart; 
His Love and mine unite, I boaſt, 
Nor Death, nor Hell can part. 


4. : 
The Bond of Love ſo Ann abides 
Ev'n in the darkeſt Day, 8 7 
That, tho' behind the Shade he hides, 
He's never far away. 


Ct; 
Tho' he his nobleſt Table n , 
Among his Flow'rs above ; 
| Yet here amidſt his Lily-beds 
Nie keeps his Oo 95 Love: 
6. 8 
The Ordinances of his Grace 
if Are Fields of his Repair; 
Ĩ here [I have ſeen his glorious Face, 
13 And you may ſee him there. 


'% CHRIST 's Words. | 
Ver. 4. Thou art beautiful, O my Love, as 


the Song of 
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Tirzah, comely as Jeruſalem, terrible as an 
: Army with Banners, low 


©» 5 


126 A Paraphraſe on 
How comely is the Bride I ſee, - © 
Who thus mine Abſence wail'd; 
And kindly thought and ſpoke of me 
E!“'n when my Face was vail'd! 


„ 
Thy Zeal for me when I withdrew 
I highly muſt approve ; 
And now return to thee, to ſhew 
My great Reſpect and Love. 


I did forgive, arid AN Pe | 1 
All thine Infirmities: 1 0 = + 
Thuy holy Soul, from Sin remote 1 
Is beauteous in mine Eyes. 
M.ore fair thou art, my lovely Prey, 
More comely in my Sight, 
Than ever Tirzah once ſo gay, F-00700 1 
Or Salem once fo bright. e a | 


Thine Aſpect's awful Majeſty 
Does ſtrike thy Foes with Fear; 
As Armies do, when Banners fly, 
| And martial 1 6s At, 
- | 6. 27. 
How does thine Armour er ing brähe 
I ̃ heir frighted eee e e 
The Weapons of thy warlike Might 
Defy the Gates of Hell. 


2 
» 
* 


» 
19 
8 


Ver. 5. Turn away thine Eyes from me, fat 
bey have overcome me *, ———  _ 
| | „ 2+. Small 


See more on this Subjet, Chap. ili. 4. and iv. g. 


. 2 


"0 the. e Sang py Sc. 1 27 


£] 16250 
Y Small W 8 that iby- Foes muſt bow 
When Faith does keep the Field ; 
For, lo, I am thy Captive too, 

And Kindly: foro d 10 yiew. 


8 


Thy charming Eyes of Faith akd Love; ; 
15 That make myſelf their Prize, _ 
Have overcome me; pray remove 

4 And turn away thine EJS. 


x 8* 

5 They pow'rfully my Heart detain, FE 
My kindly Paſſions fill: LOWE» 
Vet no unwilling Vict'ry gain, PR, 
2 But win me to thy Will. 


(4) 

Thy daring, gallant Arm of Grace, 

Have o'er me ſuch a Sway 

I'm _ uer'd with their kind Embrace, 
cannot ſay 8 nay. 
I 1.9 
\ Thy iercing Eyes, that raviſh me, 
| Eo mmand me as they liſt: 

My Spirit's aicing Force in thee 

Is Pow'r I can't reſiſt. 


LS be 
. wreſtling Jacob, ter me 2, 
My Love, let me alone: 
If not, 1 I bleſs thee; Lo! 
My Bleſling thou haft won. 


— A. Flack of lk that 
appear from Gilead. Ver. 6. Thy Teeth: are 
as a Flock of Sheep » which go up from the 

Waſhing | 
hy See theſe Words more largely explained, chap iv. 1, 2, 3* | 


* # f \ 


— 1 
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128 A Paraphraſe on 

| Waſting, whereof every one beareth Twins 
and there is not one barren among they, | 
Ver. 7. As 4 Piece of a Pomegranate are thy | 


T| 


Temples within 17 * A 

Thy ſlothful Carriage toward me 3 
At our laſt Interview, _ "Wi 

Tho' I obſerv'd with Jealouſie, x 

And thereupon rom ; 1 

i „ 1 

Vet never judge thy Change of Frame 4 
6 My Heart from thee could move ; . 

Peoor {till (like ſolid Rocks) the ſame . 
| Is my-unſhaken Love. 5 


| 11 

Thy Praiſe I ſounded in thine Ears 
Ere thou waſt ſo unkind ; 7 

And now indulge no faithleſs Fears; 
As if I chang'd my Mind. . | 


For, to evince the Folge ore 
Does {till the ſame remain; 

T nqw commend thee as before, 
And in the former Strain. 


* 


Gay, like a comely Flock of Goats 
On Gilea#'s ſtately Height, 
Is thine adorning Hair, that notes 
Thy Converſation _— 
| 0% CF. 
No broider'd ornamental Hair, 
That trims up mortal Clay, 
Can parallel the Heav'nly Air 
Ot thy well- order d Way. 


— 


the Song of Solomoũ 185 


(7) 

em. Thy Teeth the Bread of Life that eat, 
thy Þ And feed upon my Fleſh, 
Are Acts of Faith in Number great, 

In Nature fair —— 
Thine active Zeal, yet mild, does keep 

A juſt Equality, | 
Like ewaly rounded Flocks of Sheep 
Nes palt the Shearer's Eye. 


SONORA Rn 1224.9 


(4% 
Thy Purity exceeds their ” 
Waſht in the Cryſtal Flood ; 
Thy Fruits of Holineſs and Peace 
Outvie their 1 Brood. 
Io. 
There does not in the Flock appear 
One barren, fruitleſs Womb : = 
But all by Twins their Offspring bear, i 
And bring them bleating home. 


(122.0 
Like *Granates halv'd thy Temples fair 
Within thy Locks appear, 
While ruddy Bluſhes deck thy Pray'r 
When none but God doth hear. 


( 14, | 
Thou modeſt hid'ſt thy roſy Cheeks, 
When Sins with Shame em fluſh 2 
Yet, thro” the Mask, thy Mein detects 
Thy beauteous holy Bluſh. 


Ver. 8. There are Threeſcore Queens, and Fours 
Score Concubines, and Virgins without Num- 
ber. Ver. 9. My Dove, my Undeſilea is but 
one; ſue is the only Loom of her Mother, 425 
"=. 


+ Sond 


/ 
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3s A Parabhraſe on 
" 25 the ch01 


ce One of her that bare her: The 


Daughters ſaw her, and bleſſed her; yea, the 


Queens aud the Concubines, ana they praiſed 


her. 1 
Thy Song gave me the chiefeſt Name 
Among Ten thouſand Heirs, 
And thee the Faireft I proclaim 
Among Ten thouſand Fairs. 


3 
Queens, Concubines and Virgins are 
Unnumber'd, whom they call 


Bright dazling Beauties, charming fair ; 


But thou excelPt them all. 


Moſt holy Souls (of Us, Dent) 
Are Beauties moſt renown'd : 
The Righteous is more excellent 
Than all his pou round. 
; Z 4. 
My ſpotleſs Dove as one I view, 
Vea, all in one to me; 
Her Mother-church's Darling too, 
And choiceſt Progeny. 


| 5. 
The Daughters, her proſeſſing Friends, 


Beheld her Beauty great; 


And ſtraight admir'd her in their Minds, 


And bleſt her in the Gate. 
1 


Vea, Queens and Damſels more renowid 


Di all to her give Place, 
And with extolling Praiſes crown'd 
Her comely ſhining Grace. 
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Ver. 10. Who is foe rhat Jookert forth as the 
Morning, fair as the Moon, clear as the Sum, 
and terrible as an 5 wirh Banners 4 


«© Who's this (faid 5 5 06 brightly ſprings 
ce like to the Morning: ray, 

ee That cleaves Night- ſhades With Silver Wings, 
© To haſtethe Ck Day? 


© Much fairer than £89 gilded Moon 
ce Her Graces ſhine in Dreſs, 

& And clearer than the Sun at Noon 
*© Her ſpotleſs Righteouſnels. 


* Behold, in Love to Bras forlorn, 

e What Wonders Heav'n performs?! 
7 That does with Statelineſs adorn — 
* Defil'd and MY Worms. 


* By Armour which 2 Captain lends, 
F «© Until her Warfare clole, _ 
e She's render'd helpful to her Friends, 
Aud hurtful to ag Foes, * 


. « Yea, while ſhe does 5 Rank maintain, 
: ce And caſt her Airs abroad, 
©f Her Grace is awful toward Men, : 

* And pow'rful toward God. 


Ver. It. 7 went down into the Garden of ans 
zo ſee the Fruits of the Valley, aud to ſee 
.. whether the Vine A and the Pome- 


; granates buddes. 8 
„ With 


O f — wade bl 

. 
— 
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132 e Paraphraſe on 
With friendly Mind I hid my Face, 


Yet went not far away, 
Retiring but a little Space 
My Orchard to ſurvey. 


| ( 2. 
I went but down to ſee anew 
My Garden of ſweet Nuts, 
Within the ſhady Grove, and view 
The pleaſant Valley-fruits: 


5 3. 
To notice round my labour d Plain, 


If all was very good 


If tender Vines produc'd their Grain, 
And Pomegranates their gud- 


(4. 


If all the water'd flow'ry Plains 
Along the verdant Field 


Did Fruits, proportion'd to my Pains, 


Ev'n in my Abſence yield. 


„% 
Into my Heart what Chearfulneſs 
And Pleaſure did it bring, 


To ſee the early Buds of Grace 
And Bloſſoms of the Spring? . 


e vl os 
I raviſh'd ſaw my beauteous Bride 
Lament my Abſence ſore ; 
Nor could myſelf in Thickets hide 
From her a Moment more. 


Ver. 12. Or ever I was aware, my Soul mai: | 
me li ke the Chariots of Ammi-nadib,, 'S. 


or ſet me en the Ghaviets of my princely willing em. 


the * of Solomon. 

© Te 3 

Such had my Bride's inviting Frame 

Ev'n in my Abſence been, 

No longer could I hide the Flame 
Of my Affections keen. 


. 
KRoaviſh'd, ere (in Effect) I knew, 
My Bowels did me move; 
Into her Praying Arms I flex 
On ſpeedy Wings of Love. 


Sweet raptrous Paſſion roſe in me, 
But in a Divine Mode, 

As far as Rapture can agree 
Or Paſſion to a God. 


| „ an 
My fond Affections vehement . 
In Ways of Grace Divine, 
All towards her intenſely bent, 
Purſu'd their N OO" 
3 
My biuling People T provide 
Brighe Graces, priucely Charms. 
And in theſe fiery Chariots ride 5 
With Speed into their Arms. A 


5 ( 6. 

Oil'd Wheels of Faith 8 Deſire, 

That make myſelf their Chaſe, 
Fetch from mine Altar ſtil] more Fire 
: Of ſweet ſurpriſing Grace. 
14 5 RE RT 0% | 
No Chariot of . . f 
However ſwift or bright, | 
The heav'oly 5 can delthe.- . ð > 

Of Love's delicious Flight. | 


"Ms Paraptraſs 0 on 


So rapid oft, tho” never ES | 

The Motions of my Grace, 

Tween Heav'n and Earth, are like a Flaſh 
Of Lightning in a Trice. 


Var; 3. Return, return, O Shulamite , return, 
return, that we may took upon thee: What 
ill ye ſee in the Shulamite ? as it were the 
Company of two 2 95 


Love, in my Abſence hart, waſt thou 
With Sin and Grief oppreſt? 

O blame thy faithleſs Heart rt, and now 
Return unto thy Reſt. 


With Confidence ad without Fear 
Thy Heav'nly Husband face, 
Who wills thee boldly to a pear 

Before his Throne of Grace. 


The Heav'ns unite a Voice with mine 
Thy Heart- return to move: 5 
Allow thyſelf no more to whine, 15 

Suſpicious of my Love. | 


(4) 
Return, O drooping Shulanire, 
In Haſte return; for we _ ZIP 
Heav'n's TRINITY and Hoſts unite 
With Joy to welcome thee. 


EE 
We want to ſee thee, at his Call 
Whoſe Peace thy Name adorns ; ; 
He with his Saints and Angels all 
Will joy at thy . 


the Song of Solomon; 135 


( 6 
What, in the feeble Shulainite 
What's to be ſeen? (you'll ſay) 
Is ſtruggling Grace a goodly Sight, 
When Sin l the Day? 


7.) 
| | Nay, lo, my Bride [Re apt ſhe be 
2, 
at | Herſelf. to under-rate) 
de I, on the Field of Battle, fee 
3 In warlike Pomp 1 State. 
Behold, two 1 her Camp, 
The doubled Hoſts of God; 
Fer Lovers charm, her Haters damp, 
Her happy Triumph bode. 


ELEELLTS PETIT 
CHAP. VL 


{ Cnxlsr's Words. 


Ver. 1. How beautiful are thy Feet with Shoes, 

O Prince's Daughter | The Joints of thy 
Thighs are like Fewels, the Work: of zhe 
Hand of a. cunning Workman, 


( 1. ) 

F AIR Bride, 2 further yet extol _ 
Thy Charms, ſo lovely in my Sight: : 

For I my new Creation whole 


Stil view win raviſhing Delight. 


I _ How 


136 Paraphraſe on 


2. 
How noble is thy high Deſcent, 
Not ſordid like the Sons of Earth? 
How does thy Geſture document 
Thy heav'nly and ſuperior Birth? 


( 3- ) 
O Princeſs of the Royal Race! 
How * thy Feet with golden Shoes 
Do ſparkle, while thy Walk, thro Grace, 
Becomes the glorious Goſpel- news? 5 


Cid - 
The Steps of thy Affetlone clean, EP 
And outward Converſation fair, 
NY a heav'nly, royal Mein, 
A ſtately and majeſtick Air. 


** 


* 
al $6.0. _— IR. 


Jo = 
The Joints, that Strength and Motion do 
'To thy well-order'd Steps impart, 
Like orient Jewels burniſn'd new, 
Speak holy Skill and curious Art. 


( 6. 2 ö 
Thy ſtately Port in ſacred Things 
Makes ev'ry Joint a Gem appear; 
While holy Prineiples and Springs 
Thine ev nly Courſe of Duty ſteer. 


Ver. 2. Thy Navel is like a round Goblet, 
which wanteth not Liquor: Thy Belly is 
like an Heapof Wheat, ſet about with Lilies. 


CEPT: 5 


| ; I. 
As is thy ſparkling bright Aray 
Conform unto thy Pedigree; 

So with thy ſhining outward Way 
Thine inward Form and Frame agree. 


] 
. 
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ong of 


A wretched Infant once thou waſt, 
Into the open Field caſt out, | 
From native Blood and Stains unwaſht, 
Nor was thy Navel dreſt * «6.7 

3 a (3. ä —— 
But now, how neat's thy gracious Form, 
Well-nouriſh'd by a glor ious S ring 2— 
Since Grace took up the 23 Worm; Ml 
And made thee quite another Thing. i 


Thy Infant-brood to Ripeneſs grows, 3 
Which natively thy Bowels feed, 1 8 
Like to a Bowl that overflows - 
With Liquor ſuited to their Need. 


My Spirit is (to fill thy Cup, - 
And honour thee with rich Increaſe} 
A Well of: Water ſpringing up 
Within thee to immortal Bliſs. 


i; BE nn: 
Thy fruitful Womb an Heap of Wheat 
* Affimilates in pleaſant Mode: 
Thy royal Marriage makes thee meet 
For bearing precious Fruit to God. 


Fruit deckt around . 
With Graces of an active Vent: | 1 
A Product rich of Fruit for Uſe, 5 „ 

With beauteous —_— for Ornament: b 
Fair Zionss fertile vWimk 2 Meat „ 
For Babes of Grace; her Lily-brood ; : 

And yields them plenteous Store of Wheat, 
When ripe in Years, for ſolid Food. 


8 Reſembles, 


Vet: 


8 
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_ x Parapbraſe on 


Ver. 3. Thy pavo Breafts are like tauo a 
Roes that are Tn . eg 


e ns eee 
Thy Breaſts of Love decade Roes 
That ſeem both young delightful Twins; 
Such equal Care, thou (Zion) ſnows, 
To feed thy Babes in ſacred Inns. 


8 : N ( 2. 345 . 
Thou op'neſt frank a twofold Breaſt, 
Two holy Teſt'ments and two Seals, 


Which to thy Children yield a Feaſt 
Of heav'nly Milk tor-daily Meals. 


| SST 74 
Thine equal Breaſts delightful feed 
With congruous Milk of ſweet Solace, 


In juſt rope to'the Need 


Of all the ittle Babes of Grace. | 


My Children dear 1 at thy Side 


Thy warm and kindly Bowels ſhow, 


And plainly prove my beauteous Bride 


To be a fruitful, Mother too. 

Ver. 4. f Thy Neck is as 4 Tower of Ivory, 
thine Eyes like the Fiſp-pobls of Heſhbon by 
the Gate f Bath-rabbim. Ty Noſe is as the | 


Tower of Lebanon, which looketh toward 
Damaſcus. | 1 3 
„ 3 | 3 
Thy Neck of precious Faith excells 
The brighteſt, faireft iv'ry Tow'r; 
It holds the glorious Head, and dwells 
On high, upon the Rock of Pow'r. It 
® gee Chap. iv. 5. 4 See Chap. iv. 4. | 


— 


at 


And with bold Look Damaſcus {py, 


be Song 25 Solomon, 4 
Rais'd and conſpicuous, it attracts #7 
All open Eyes, and Wonder breeds: 

It ſtands renown'd for valiant Acts, 
For ſtrange Exploits, raps mighty Deeds. 


| 3. 
No Iv'ry whiter than the Swan 


Could ever match thy precious Faith: 
No Tow'r with equal Boldneſs can 
Defy the Gates of Hell and Death. 
Thine Eyes like to the clear Fiſh-pools 
Of Heſobon, by Bath-rabbini's Gate, 
Enlightned brightly, twit the Fools, 
That hug blind Nature's dusky State, 


5 
More clear than any Silver Brook, 
Thy lucid Eyes of Knowledge trace * 
Hid Myſt'ries in the ſacred Book, (Grace. 
The Height, Depth, Length and Breadth of 
4 xs | 


a J 

But all concea d this Glory lies 

From Men of Prudence, Sons of Pride, 
Whoſe boaſted Wit does blind their Eyes, 
And Wiſdom's Light with Scorn deride. 


Thy Noſe of quick Sagacity 
Like Leb non s Tow'r does ſtately riſe, 


To face thy daring Enemies. 


„„ 

Becauſe they ſtrong oe bite are, 
Thou wiſely keepſt the Frontier-tow'r ; 
To ſmell their deep Deſigns afar, 
And watch their — and Pow'r, 

| 2 


figs "A Parapbraſe on 


Ver. 5. Thine Head upon the is like || Carmel, I 

and the Hair of Fre 5 10 like COTE Fen 18 

1 £ 

Thy heav "aly Mind intelligent 7 
Excells the wiſeſt Heads on Earth, 

While Aliens from thy high Deſcent, | 

And Strangers to thy heav'nly Birth. 


(2. ) 0:4, 09% 

Thy lofty Head and ſtately —_—_ 7 7: 
= o'er the Hills to Heav'n above, 1 
And ſcornful {miles on all below, © 
As baſe and worthleſs of thy Love. DE VL (Th 


Thy Helmet and a esd picce is" I. 
Hope built upon atoning eK : | 
High is thy Head extoll'd by this 
Bove ev'ry Foe, ht ih ev 25 Flood. 15 
Higher by far than Carmel Top, en 
The very Walls of Heaven to ſcale; 

When thine adyent'rous, ſoaring Hope 

Its Entrance makes withm the Vail. 


| 1 

Thb' Excellency of Carmel high 
Can't match thy beauteous Crimſon Head; 
Its Hairs are of the Purple 8 
Which once thy N Lord did bleed. 


Each Pin that holds thy Hair in Dieb, 
Each Glance without, each Grace within, 
3 univerſal Statelineſs; TE”, „„ 
ot one diſorder d Hair or Pin. 
Each 


„ SY ” Wa. 7, OO” on 


or Crimſon, 


ee ee Rr og" 


} 


e King is * held in the Galleries. (| 


How does it captivate the King, 


. 
Each holy Air around thy Face 
So much its Beauty does enhanſe, 
A Luſtre ſhines in ev*ry Grace. 
A pleaſing Charm in ev'ry Glance... 


A Þ ene 
To prove the Beauty raviſhingg 
And Luſtre of thy holy Dreſs ; -: -. 


And deep his Royal 2 8 impteſti! 101 
e e 25 


Jon, the King of Kings renown'd, 


Js ſtraitly held within thine Arms, 


In GalPries of his Grace, and bound _ 
A willing Captive to thy Charms. FED | 

| OD (3.7 1 8 
The glorious and majeſtick One, 
Whom Death nor Hell could e'er detain, 
Is by thy pow'rful Graces won 


And ty'd as with a mighty Chain. 


| Who win him to his {acre 


| 4. 4 
Strange Lovelineſs it is that {ways | 1 j 
The ſov'reign Regent of the Skies! 1 
Conſtraining him to ſtay and gaze; 5 
The Charms do ſo attract his Eyes. 


. 
Bold with the King are Faith's Efforts ; 
How happy they the e e. ſhare! 


Courts, 


And then have Pow'r to hold him there. 


* 
; 

. 
1 
þ 

. N 


6. 
Such is the Glory of his Grace, | 
He boaſts of being overcome; And 
* Or bound e . 
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And feaſts the Victor with Solace, 
Who wreſtling ſought but for a Crumb. 


Ver. 6. f How fair and how plea ant art tho 
O Love, for Delights! 25 285 


* | 

O Love, no Words can ſpecifie 

'Thy various Forms of Lovelineſs; 
* of diverſe Kinds in thee 

I value more than J expreſs. 


No Equal ſor Delights tak thou, 
No Match for Beauty here below : 


I call thee fair and pleaſant too, 
Becauſe in Love I made thee fo. 


| 3. ) | 
My Love, thy outward Dreſs how fair ! 


Thy inner Frame how ſweet to me! 


My Righteouſneſs and Graces are 
'The royal Robes I made for thee. 


— 


( 4 - 
All my laborious Life 3 
Was ſpent the Marriage - ſuit to ſpin, 
That makes my Bride all fair without, 
And hence all glorious too within. 


Ver. 7. This thy Stature is like to 4 Palm: tres, 
And thy Breaſts to Cluſters of Grapes. 
p . I | . 


The ſweet Proportion I obſerve 
Of Graces freſh and fair in thee ; 
None from their proper Station Iwerve, 
But act in lovely Harmony. | 


f Or bow art thou mads fair. 


Thy 


the Song of Solomon. 
„ | 
Thy Stature, like the Palm-tree firm, 


Is ſtately, ſtraight, robuſt and tall: 
No Burden can the Flouriſh harm, 


| No Agethe laſting Growth enthral. 


. 
* 

7 
2 
2 
5 
: 
9 


2 Zo : 
Thy Breaſts of Love to me and mine, 


Square to the glorious Goſvel-plan, 
Are like the Cluſters full of Wine, 
That Chears the Heart of God and Man. 


| Ver. 8. I ſaid, Twill go up ro the Palms uree, 


Twill take hold of the Boughs thereof : Now 
alſo thy Breaſts ſnall be as Cluſters of the Vine, 
ana the ſmell of thy Noſe like Apples; 


«7 will, ſaid I, this palm tree climb, 


* 'This lovely Way and Walk approve, 
* And to my Bride in holy Trim 
* I'll manifelt my ſpecial Love *. 


C JI apprehend, by faving Grace, 


c As kindly I decreed of old, 
© Her little Boughs, her tender Race, 


* And never quit the pleaſing Hold, 


Lo, Heay*n ſhall then thy Breaſts inſpire, 
As tumid Cluſters fil d with Wine: 

My Preſence ſhall thy Graces fire 
Unto thy Heart's Content and mine. 


(+5 
The Breath of Life: as Notts blow 
Shall with a fragrant Scent abound ; 
No fav'ry Apples e er could throw, 4 
Such ſweet and grateful Odours round. Ver. 

> %oby iv, 21. = $ | 


PPP 


* eng 
I © 
* 
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Ver. 9. Aud the Roof of thy Mouth like the beſi 
Wine, (jor | my Belovea) that goeth gown: 
ſweetly, cauſing the Lips of * thoſe that are 
afteep to ſpeak. | XY 


| We 0p 0) 
Thy Pallat drench'd with holy Love 

Shall taſte and drop the richeſt Wine: 
o ſweet thy Pray'rs and Praiſe ſhall prove 

A chearing Feaſt to me and mine. ; 


hand 


. 2. 
Ill taſte thy Chear, 100 ſpeak it good, 
Becauſe thou wilt in upright Ways 
Derive it from my Plenitule, 
And then devote it to my Praiſe. 
Drops from the living Vine that ſtream 
With 3 Sweetneſs down will ga ; 
To make thy cold Affections flame, 
'Thy wither'd Graces live and grow: 


4 3 8 e 

My Spirit's gen'rous Wine will make 
i 'The Old in Years renew their Days, 

The Dead to live, the Dull to wake, 


The Dumb to ſpeak and ſing my Praiſe. | 


The Cruzcn's Words. 


Ver. 10. T am my Beloved's, and his Deſire is 
A 0 14, 
p ( I. ) | : | | 
Lo, how my loving Lord: commends ; 13 
Unworthy me, who bluſh to hear, Þ| 
And Blood of Grapes from £Zfþco/ ſends. 
My drooping Heart amain to chear. 


———— of, * wa} a. 


5 I'm 
t 4 Parembeſis of the Pride n ſay ſome, * Or the Ancient. 


8 


72 
25 


. What Tongue its vaſt Dimenſions tell? 


Come, deareſt Love, let us retire 


- Until we feaſt above in Glore. 


That, pois d with this, my Soul diſdains | £ 


the Song of Solomon; 
Im not mine own, but his [11 be 
W hoſe Love has ſer my Heart on Fire, 
And thus has fix'd on worthleſs me 


His ſtrongeſt conjugal Deſire. 
W hat Line can this Love-ocean ſound ? 


Whoſe Height immenſe, and Depth profound, 
Could purchaſe Heav'n and vanquiſh Hell. 


Ver. 11. Come, my Beloved „let us go forth ins | 
to the Fiela, let us lodge inthe Villages. 
5 ; | 


From this vain cumb'ring Earth's annoy ; 
That undiſturb'd Communion near | 
We ſweetly may alone enjoy. 0 


— r 2 2 
„„ — — 


| | ; | \ 2. : c DE . 
Well chuſe ſome ſecret, lonely Place, 
To vent our holy Joys che more; 
And forage in the Field of Grace, 


Pl id . 
Thy Company ſuch I Trains 
Of Joy and Conſolation brings; 


- — — * = * G 8 
- — - 
oO — — — — _ — — 


The airy Pomp of earthly Kings. 
r 


In rural Villa es below 
Our Lodging let us take all Night, 


Till dusky Shades of Sin and Wo 
Be chas'd away by 11 Light. 


Ws Ver, 
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Ver. 12. Let us go up early to the Vineyards, | 
tet us ſee if the Vine flouriſh, whether the 
zender Grape appear, and the Pomegranates 
bud forth ; there will I give thee my Loves. 


. 
Unto the Vineyards of thy Grace 
Come, let us early, quickly go; 
To ſee in this retiring Place 


I all the heav'aly Planting grow. 


1 
Come viſit, Lord, thy ſacred Ground, 
See how thy royal Nurs'ries bear, 5 
If Vines and Grapes and Granates round | 
The Fields, their low'ry Raiment wear. 

i ON 
O come along, thy Succour grant, 
While I thy gracious Fruits review; 
For at th» Preſence ev'ry Plant 
Will ſoon its beauteous Buds renew. 


s Ah — hed 


d 
The Vines their Bloflom will reſume, 
The tender Grapes anon revive; . 
See how the *Granates then will bloom, 
And all the Graces ſpring and thrive. 


3 8 5. 
In theſe Retirements while I live, 
- *ThyPrefence Dll (chro? Grace) improve; 
And joyful there I will thee give 
The Tokens of my _— Love. 
G. 5 
In Nearneſs ſweet with thee apart 
 . PI daſh all Idol-loves with Ire, 
And wholly offer up my Heart 
To thee in Flames of holy Fire. va 


vs, | 


He 


ES 
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Ver. 13. The Manarakes give a Smell, and at 
our Gates are all manner of pleaſant Fruits, 
new and old, which I haue laid up for thee, 

O my Beloved. | Ns 


2 1 
Here, Lord, for thee the Garder's dreſt, 
For thee the choice Proviſion ſpread: 


Come then, vouchafe with me to reſt, 
And lodge beneath the verdant Shade. 


3 * 

The Mandrakes here, Love-fruits and Flow'rs, 
Do ſpread their 'grateful Odours round; 
And at our very Gates ſweet Stores 


And various Fruits of Grace abound. 


Embracing Faith is ho. to meet 

My Lord whenever he appears; 
Repentance here, to waſh his Feet 
With trickling Floods of joyful Tears. 


: 4. 155 
Love, Joy, and all the heav'nly Train, 
Old Fruits aray'd with new eincr aſe, 
Laid up in Store to entertain 

My Lord, the God of all my Grace. 


| J. 
Come thou, to whom 1 o devote, 
O Jeſus, my beloved Lord ; | 
Lo, all that's from thy Fulneſs got 
Is for thy Praiſe and Glory ſtor d. 


Tis thine to plant, and prune and dreſs ; 


Thy Blefling makes the Garden grow: 
In _ my All l 18 og . 
To thee my AU I therefore owe. 3 


x48 1. 4 Paraphraſe o on” 


58 NN a 


Sd > < 


CHAP. VIII. 


The Chokch's Monde. 


Ver. 1. 0 that rhou wert as my Brother, tb 


ſacked the Breaſts of my Mother | Wi hen 7 
ſhould find thee without, I would 25 thee, 


yea, * I ſoould not be he fed. 


80 ſweet I find thy. R Cs, 
ſtill more and more I bode ; 
And long to claſp within mine Arms 
A whole incarnate God. 
Tito } | 
O would thou as my Brother wert, 
My Mother's fucking Child! 
T'd kiſs and hug thee in my Heart. 
And ſhould not be yin 
"38 T5 
Yea, in the op neſt, patent Place, 
Without à Bluſh thro* Shame, 
I would with joyful Arms embrace 
| The Babe of ers CE 


Hell could reproach t SS Church of old, 

| That lov'd a Child unborn: 

But now the Son iſ giv'n, I'm bold 
To love, and fear no x fh. 


> Hed, they fould 2 deſpiſe me, v5 bs 


Co.) 

To him Tl give the bizheſt Room 
And joy beneath his Shade, 
That dei 5 2 to bleſs the Virgin's Womb, 

And human W oF | 

6. 

My God's my Brother now inDreſs ; 

And if he would allow't, 
Tho? Hell ſhould mock my fond Carreſs, 
Id openly avowt, Ty 


Ver. 2. I would lead thee, a 1 thee into 
my Mother's Houſe, who would inſtruct me: 

I would cauſe thee to drin of ſpiced Wine, 
and of the Juice of 15 W EE 


T would attend and ver thee 
Into my Mother's Home; 
Then would her Courts inſtru&ive be, 
For Light with T7 r would come. 


Her Children would fi ep ſee, 
Did they thy Preſence ſhare : 

And I for entertaining thee 
Would bring my choiceſt Fare. 


To ſpiced Wine with Combi Juice 
I would thee welcome make; 
And greatly would my Heart rejoice, 

Wer't better for thy Sake. 


(4) 
Well were the Feaſt beftow'd on thee ; 
For thine my Graces are, 
Who,wher thou comes to feed with me, 
"0 2 75 along the Fare. "— 
Ver. 


x56 A Paraphraſe on 
Ver. 3. His left Hand || ſhould be umder my 


Head, and His right Hand ſoalt embrace me 3 
5 
Lo, he deſcending from above, 
In Anſwer to my Pray'r, 
Enſolds me in his Arms of Love, 


To ſhew his tender Care. 


"Ca 
His left Hand for my Support he 
Beneath my Head does place; 
Then for my Comfort lends he me 


His right Hand*s ſoft Embrace. 


( -3+ | 
His Preſence brings a Siſter Show'r 
Of Bleſſings from above; 
I'm cloſely guarded with his Pow'r, 
And grrged with his Love. 


4.9 
For my Solace wank and Death, 
| I feel his Divine Charms; 5 
And, ſor my Safety, underneath 
His everlaſting Arms. 


at. 4 
O welcome bleft and happy Hour 
When he unvails his Face ; 
Pm then ſupported by his Pow'r, 
. Comforted by his Grace, 


Ver. 4. * 7 charge you, O Danghrers of Jeru- 
ſalem, f that ye ſtir not up, nor au,, my 

Tove, until he pleaſe. 0 

5 Or rather is. See Chap. il. G. 5 

& See theſe Words more 8 | ſpoken to, Chap. ti. 7. and 
iii. s. 4 Why ſhould ye ſtir up, or why awake, Er. 


the Song of Solomon: 
1 


E 
O Salem's Daughters, now, I pray 
And charge you, ſtand in Aw 
T' awake my Love, or any Way 
Provoke him to withdraw. 


) 


— 4. 
This heavnly Quiet marr not ye 


With loud offenſive Noiſe; 
Why ſhould ye rob yourſelves and me 
Of ſuch uncommon Joys? 


(3.9 


His Smiles are free, he comes and goes, 


The happy Hour is this: 


Z Why ſhould ye prove ſuch wretched Foes, 


To interrupt the Bliſs ? 


My glorious Lord now Po within 
Mine Arms of Faith and Love ; 


I charge myſelf, my Heart, my Sin, 


Not once to ſtir or move. 


„ 
While he allows his Viſit ſweet, 


Let none his Reſt annoy; 


O may I never grieve his Sp'rit, 


Nor ſin away my Joy. 


151 


The Companions Words. 


Ver. 5. (Who is this thas cometh up from the 
 Wilaerneſs leaning upon her Belovea d — 


„ I, 

What fair and lovely Bride is this ! 
Tho” preſt with Griefs and Sins, 

Yet, trav'ling from the Wildernets, 
On her Beloved leans. F 


"252 A Parapbraſe on 


(2. ) 
How boldly does ſhe in his Name 
And in his Strength go on, 
All other Righteouſneſs diſclaim, 
And mention his alone! 


5 „ 

His Wings bear up her Soul aloſt, 
| *Bove all that can moleſt: 

His Boſom is the Pillow ſoft | 
On which her Head doth reſt, 


Lo, how on his Almighty Arms 
She can her Cares unload; 


And march thro” all oppoſing Harms, 


Depending on her God. 


5. | 
Her fir'd Affections upward tow'r, 
And, with a heav'nly Air, 
Contempt on earthly Glory pour, 

As far below her Care. 


ä 
Aſcending from the Wilderneſs 
Of Sorrow, Sin and Thrall, 
And ſtrongly bent ſor heav'nly Bliſs, 
She leaves the dusky Ball. 


The Cnugch's Words. 


| mmm 7 raiſed || thee up under the Apple-rree : 
E ,bere thy Mother brought thee forth, there 


He brought thee forth that bare thee. 


To Men's Applauſe with mighty Maze 


What ſmall Regard is due ? 


BZut 
i Tze in the Heb, has the Mark of the Maſculine Gender, 2 


zhe Song of Solomon. 153 


But, Lord, with thee, who art my Praiſe, 
Let me my Suit purſue. 

Such ſweet Experience, Lord, I had 
Beneath the Apple-tree ; 11 . 

Under thy Shadow ſtill I'm glad 
Alone to meet re * 

I rais'd thee up in ſeexet Pray't, 
Thy joytul Help to yield: 

For by thy Grace I wreſtled there, 

And by thy Grace prevail'd. 


Thy Mother too that dhe thee forth 
Hard trav'ling with Annoy, 
There at her Son, her Saviour's Birth 
Forgot her Pangs for Joy. 


'The Saints beneath thy LF Shade 
Thy beauteous Likeneſs wore z 
They that in Sorrow travaild had, 

In Joy thine Image bore. 


Thy Shadow thus to them -and me 
Such Pleaſure does afford, 
That more and more I long to ſee 
Thy Glory there, O Lord. 


» 


Ver. 6. Ser me as a Seal upon thine Heatt, as 
a Seal upon thine Arm: 


Grant, Lord, my Name engrav'd may e 
Upon thy Heart and Breaſt; ; 


And fo inſure thy Love to me, 25 02+ 


bf 
* 


My glorious God * Prieſt. 


* _ * 
7 * 
— 4, 4 \ 
a —— 2 EN 


— ——-— hs 
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(2) 
O let me ſtedfaſt as a Seal 
Upon thine Arm Divine, B x 
And by confirming Marks reveal 
Thy mighty Love is mine. 


: 3 
Grant alſo, Lord, my Love to thee 
May firmly be impreſt: 4 
And let thy Name my Signet be 
Deep ſtampt upon my Breaſt. 


| 4. 
O may my Heart the Centet prove 1 
Of thy Affections keen 1 
Thy Heart the Center of my Love, 
And nought to interveen. 


* — — . — ä—ũ— 2 — 
ͤꝗ—ẽ— —— — . —— ene I ns — — RIA - — 
0 N * af K-» - — Y 
* x ” 


— r Tove is ftrong as Death, Fealouſy 
| is cruel as the Grave: W | 1 
[ | TI . = 
| Strong Wings of holy Love aloft 
Bear up my Soul afreſh, 
Which in ſweet Raptures dying ſoft 
Forgets the Clog of Fleſh. N 
| 4 | 16 2. 
While thus my Heart does mounting fly N 


On this Seraphic Wing 
In Love to thee, I kindly dy 
To ev'ry mortal Thing. 


ü 63. 
As toy Love, O Lord, to me | 
ould conquer Death and Dread ; 
So does mv ardent Love to then 
The Pow r of Death exceed. 
4 


It 


880 ( 4 ) 
It kills me, Lord; I can't refit 


;he Song of Solomon: 


This ſtrong Deſire of mine: 
If not with Satisfaction bleſt, 
To Death, to Death I pine. 


| 5. 

Admit me, Lord, into thy Heart, 
Leſt my Heart jealous be 
That either thine from me depart, 

Or mine depart from thee. 


Such Fealouſy» would: fore torment 

nd torture me to Death ; _ 

Like the devouring Grave, intent 
To ſtop my vital Breath. 


—— 27 Cools thereof are Coals of Fire, 
which hath a moſt vehement Flame. 


Theſe jealous Flames will quite conſume 
My Soul, like burning Fire; 

Unleſs thy loving Anſwer come 
To ſuit my Heart's Deſire. 


Ea. 
My flaming Heart does melt afreſh, 
If thou depart i' th' leaſt; 
Mine ardent Zeal eats up my Fleſh,  _ 
Love- ſickneſs pains my Breaſt. 


3 3.0 
The Sparks of ervid Love aſcend 
Like mounting Flames on high; 


| With vel*ment Force they heav'n-ward bend, 


And pierce the azure Sky. 
B . 


4 * on 


Oilet thy Bowels, Lord, be mov'd 


To grant my Heart's Defire : 
I'd rather die than not be lov'd, 
My Heart is all on Fire. 


Ver. . Many Waters cannot quench Love, 
neither can the Floods drown it: If a Man 
world give all the Subſtance of his Houſe for 
Love, it would utterly be contemned. 


| I. 
No Waves could 3 Love, which ſat 
As King upon the Flood 
Of rolling Vengeance vaſtly great, 
And on a Sea of Blood. 
3 
Thus nor can many Waters drown 
My flaming Love to thee, 
Nor Torrents of Turmoil bear down 
The Zeal that burns in me. 
In vain by Flatt'ries or bo Fears 
Do Hell and Earth combine 
To quench th+ Fire of Love, that bears 
A Stamp ſo much Divine. | 


| 5 4. 
Deſertion black, nor Dev'l, nor Man, 
Nor Air, nor Earth, nor Sea, 
Nor Life, nor Death, nor Angels can 
Divorce my Love from thee. 


Were Wealth to bribe my Love, I could 
5 The Golden Bait diſdain, 5 
Like deſpicable Dung that would 
Invade my Heart in vain. 1 

| To I caſt 


4 


the Song of Solomon. 157 
6. ) | 
I caſt Contempt on Suiters all 
That dare compete with thee, 
And value Thrones no more than Thrall, 


Should they thy Rivals be. 


Ver. 8. We haue a little Siſter, and ſoe - bath 
10 Breaſts: What ſpall we do for our Siſter, | | 
in the Day when ſve ſnall be ſpoken for? i 

I 2 I. i 


SD» dd be 


Since now, dear Lord, our mutual Love | 
t Is thus ſo deep impreſt ; [ 
May I this Acceſs ſweet improve, } 
That others may be bleſt. 
2. 
Our little Siſter, 1050 10 
A barren Gentile Race, 
With all uncalPd, unſav'd as yet, 45 
Tho' choſen by thy Grace: | 3 


She little * we ſee, 1 
No faſhion'd Breaſts of Love, | 

No Principle of Grace from thee, 

Nor Nurture from above. | 


No Breaſts of Conſolation ſweet, - 
No Word, no Means of Grace, 
No warm Milk of Inſtruction meet 
To feed her ſtarving Race. 


„ 
What ſhall be done for her, I pray, 
And for her Progeny, | | 
When they ſhall on the Marriage-day <4 
Be call'd to match with thee? | 
What 


A Parapbraſe on 
. | ( 6. ) 
What for our Siſter-Church to come, 
Which Zews or Greeks ſhall hatch ; 
To bring her to the Marriage-room, 
And carry on the Match? 


CarisT's Words. 
Ver. 9. If foe be 4 Wall, we will build upon 
her a Palace of Silver; and if be be a Loor, 
We w incleſe ber with Boards of Ceaar. 


I. 8 

Love, I'll inform thee what we'll do 
With this our Siſter dear, 

When by the Goſpel-call I woo 
| And ſpeak into her 85 

2. 
If once the good Work were begun, 
As by my Grace it ſhall; 

And ſhe by Faith on me alone 
Built like a Brazen Wall: 


TRE: 3. 
We'll make the Wall a Wark compleat, 
A Silver Palace fair *, 
A'Temple for my holy Spir't 
To dwell for ever * 
| = 
If once I make her Heart a Door 
Wide opeto take mein; 
Well as with Cedar-boards ſecure - 
And ſtrengthen her within. 


We Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
Will frame, advance and crown | 
| | The 
© pſal. cxliv. 12. / 


+ 


the eg Sm 
The happy Building, at our Coſt, 

Which Hell gras pull down, 
6. : 

Ev'n outcaſt Gentiles baſe, at length 

The wond'ring World ſhall ſee 

In num'rous Iſſue, Beauty, Strength 

And Grandeur rival thee. 


The Crvurxca's Words. 


Ver. 10. J am a Wall, and my Breaſts like 
Towers: Then was J in his Eyes as one that 
Jound Favonr. 


( 1. 9 
Kind Lord, how gladly do I hear 
Thy Promiſe made to me, 


For Ele& Siſter-churches dear? 


J roll their Care on thee. 
„ | 59 
My ſweet Experience clears thou wilt 
Thus kindly deal with them; 
For Pm a Wall moſt firmly built 
And rear'd upon thy Name. 


| 3. | 
Thou mak*it my Breaſts of Graces grow 
like Iv'ry Tow'rs fo high 3 
ſhow, 


I truſt what Love to me do 


To them thou won't deny. 


„ 
When Grace my Unbelief deſtroy'd, 
And on my Rock me fix'd, | 


Thy Favour then my Soul enjov'd, 


With ſweet Love-tokens mix d. | | 
- Then 


— 
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5 
Then did my Life's Deportment ſnew 
Tine Image on my Heart; 
And thou thyſelf with Pleaſure view 
The Grace thou didſt impart. 
6 


5 55 
I'm joyful when to Mind I do 
T heſe happy Days recall : 
By Grace was I built up, and fo 
M)y little Siſter ſhall, LD 


Ver. IT. Solomon Bad a Vineyard at Baal-hamon, 
he let out the Vineyard unto Keepers: Every 
one for the Fruit thereof was to bring a thou- 


ſand Pieces of Silver. 


— ü I. 
Another Object of £ a. 
' Beſide our Siſter dear, 
Is likewiſe, Lord, thy Vineyard fair, 
Already planted here, p 


Our Solomon, the Prince of Peace, 
A Vineyard did poſſeſs, 
And to a Multitude did leaſe 
And let it out to dreſs. 


, 5 


| "53 3. . 
At Baal-hamon, where he plants 
Upon a fruitful Soil, 


— 


And Servants with Commiſſion grants 


To keepit from Turmoil. 


LY „„ © 5 pg 
He takes the Care in chief, but they 
An Under-truſt maintain; | 

He wakes and keeps it Night and Day, 

Elſe Watchmen watch in vain. 


From 


Ly 


the Song of Solomon. 161 
| 1 
From ev'ry Servant there employ d 
Fe ſtill requires the Rent | 
Of Praiſe, for what they have enjoy'd 
And work to his Content. 


' Jad, .. 


Each one for Fruit 905 . { 
Proportion Tribute brings, 
And renders for a thouſand Vines 
A thouſand Silverlings *. 


Crurrsr's Words. 
Ver. 1 2. My Vineyard, which is mine, is befor 8 


CJ 2 

My Vineyard, Love, the Obje& is 
Of my peculiar Care; 

My Heart and Eye is fix'd on this 
More cloſe than anywhere. 


OY T's l - 
"0M 1 £26 r - 
— , . — 


5 
"Tis mine by ſpecial Right LE Grant, 
By Blood add Conqueſt too; 
The State and Caſe of ev'ry Plant N 
Is always in my N | | 
| 7” 3 - 
My Vineyard in my Boſom ſet | 
Haas therein ſuch a Room, 
A Woman ſooner can forget nd 
The Infant of her Womb, __ , 


1 EE. 
Tho' Nature ſhould her Frame deſert, | 
And Mothers Monſters prove; e 


qT 
* Iſa. vii. 23. 


162 * Parapirake a on 
Yet Zion dwelts upon the Heart 
Ot everlaiting Love. 


The Cuuxch's 8 Words. 


Zion, O Solomon, muſt haue a Thou- 


and; and thoſe that keep the Fruit rhereo 
Two hundred. | . 


( 


True, Lord, the Vineyard is thine own, 
The-Cha: ge is chiefly thine; 
Vet under thee, thou haſt made known, 
The Charge is. ro: mine; . a 
2. 
This Vineyard: of mine own, alas ! 
Of late I did neglect; . 1 
But now I will the Truft (thro? Grace ) 
More carefully inſpect. 


35 
| My Graces, Talents, Tine, and l 
That I receive from thee, 
To husband for thy Service, ſhall 
Be always in mine Eye. 


The Fruits of Grat mf bring, 
Which unto thee I owe: - 
The Vineyard's Revenue, O King, 
| Belongs to thee, [ Ft a ” 
8 
To thee a Thouſand Fold pertains; 
And when thou O's At thy Due, 


To 


* The prodigy, Pat 57 this Perſe, tho! already explain'd 
and a 7p 50 to Ghmft, yet beine reckoned by ſome io be the 
5 


u 


Words, are here alſo . as ap 


the Song of Solomon. 163 
To Under-keepers for their Pains 
Two hundred ſheil accrue. 
Sg” 
Tho” none that labour in thy Name 
Shall of thy Praiſe partake; 
Yet what Reſpect is due to them 
FI! render for thy Sake. 


CRIST'Ss Words. 


Ver. 13. Thou that awelleſt in the Gardens, the 
Companions heaurken 10 thy Voice: | Cauſe 
me to hear it. _ | 


| . 
O thou my Bride, MEA to haunt 
T he Gardens of my Grace, 
And ſolemn Inns where ev'ry Saint 
Delights to ſee my Face; 


I'm pleas'd thou careful keep for me 
The Orchards of my Love, 

Uutil thy nobler Manſtun be 

The Paradiſe above. 5 i 

The Saints, all thy 8 dear 

To ſocial Worſhip bent, 

Ate glad thy graceful Words to hear, 
And to thy Voice intent. 


+} = 
Take this Occaſion in thy Walk 
Io cauje me to be heard; 
Make me the Subject of thy Talk, 


My Name to be rever' d. | 
F | And 


Or cauſe me tob e heard. 


F eren. r r 
* 85 F MP I" a CY N 
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1 1 
And while they to a, Voice give Ear, 
Canſe me to hear it too, a, 

By flying Poſts of frequent Pray'r: 
Full Freedom I allow. | 


Pl joy how oft F hear from thee, 
Until the parting Skreen f 

And Range of Hills *twixt thee and me - | 
No more ſhall interveen. 


i | co 5 . 
The Cnugch's Words. 
Ver. 14. * Make Haſte, my Beloved and be thou 5 
luke to @ Roe or 10 a young Hart upon ib 
Mountains of Spice. 
+ Ap e Of 07% ITO ak 
Ah Lord, Communion with thee now 4 
Is ſweet, but quickly o'er: 
We muſt not part, but with a View. 
To meet again in Glore. 


3. - 
Mean Time, let {till Leih News from thee 
(My oul from Sloth to purge ) 
Effect thy hearing oft from me, 
As thou art pleas'd to urge. 


b 3 
. ——_— . 0 


| Z+ 
But O make Haſte to bring me home 
; To that delicious Place, 
' Where Fears and Doubts can never come, 
Nor Clouds to vai) thy Face. 


* „ ( 4. ) . 

Fly like a youthful Hart or Roe 
On ſpeedy Wings of Love: | 
_ FE; 
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62 1 languiſh while 1 un below, 
And long to ung above. 


oF ( Jo: tei : 

} *Tis good indeed to E "BP 

1 In Gardens here below ; | 

But better far to ſee thy Face 
Above, where Spices flow. 


OE ea thi Bo Brge: rem 
I Theſe balmy Heights thy Glory fills 
M Tull the refreſhing Day: 
But haſte, my Love, upon the Hills; 
1 Love cannot bear Delay. 


| 5 

Thy ſecond Coming mult be dear, 

| O my Belov'd, to me; | 
For, when thou ſhalt with-Clouds appear, 

I'll then be like SY ON. = 
'Thy Foes that hr 1 may hate 
And view with fearful Grudge; 
Bur, free of Dread, I long, I wait; 

My Love will be my Judge. 


9. 
J ardent pant with - reſtleſs Eyes 
To lee thee Face to Face: 
No leſs than Glory can ſuffice 
| The Appetite of Grace. 
if $ ( 10. ) 
My Months are Ages of Delay, 
Each Minute {lowly wears; 
Till thy {weet Chariot roll away 


f Theſe Rounds of tedious Lears. FM 


_. v7 


1 Par rde on * * 


=o | II. 
; : No Belſom can 8 my Noe 
1 Till Jeſus from on hig 4 
Shall cleave the ftarry Plains, and der 1 
The Cryſtal n fly. | 
£2159 95. 4; 
| Roll Days and Year out of the way 
Between my Soul and thee, 
O hafte the Conſumation- day; 
* o let i it be. 
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